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Mother’s Hidden Talent 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 

Mrs. LEsuig, a hobby hunter 

Mr. LEsuig, her husband 

Bos 

GuyY 

DENNIS 

Mr. JULIAN, an artist 

Mrs. BurRLEY 

Mrs. StocKWELL 

SERGEANT Prrrman, a policeman 

Gus 

JOE 

SettinG: The living room of the Leslie 
home. 

Ar Rise: Mr. Lesure is reading the 
evening paper. He is stretched out in 
an easy chair, his feet on a footstool, 
a bridge light at his side. Mrs. Lesiie 
is sketching from across the room. 
There ts along pause before she speaks. 

Mrs. Lustre: Paul, will you please 
cock your left knee a little higher? 

Mr. Lesuie (Immersed in paper): Um? 

Mrs. Lustre: I said . . . will you please 
cock your left knee a little higher? 
(Mr. Lestie bends knee at an ex- 
aggerated angle.) That’s too high .. . 
a little lower. That’s fine. Hold it. 


her sons 


committee women 


} members of Sparrow gang 


Mr. Lesiie: But it’s uncomfortable 
that way. 

Mrs. Leste: But the line is just right. 

Mr. LesuteE: I tell you I’ll get a cramp 
in my leg. It’s either got to be up 
or down. Remember I’m no Powers 
model. 

Mrs. Lesuie: Very well. (Sketches in 
silence) Paul? (No answer) Paul! 

Mr. Lesuie: Now what? 

Mrs. Leste: Will you please move the 
light a little to the left? It casts a 
shadow on. your face. 

Mr. Less (Grunting as he shoves lamp 
to one side without getting up): Dog- 
gone it, Ella, I can’t half see that 
way. 

Mrs. Lesiie: Oh, but it’s much better, 
dear. 

Mr. Lesuir (With resignation): O.K. 
I suppose it doesn’t matter if I go 
blind in one eye. A black patch will 
make me the Man of Distinction and 
you can paint me for one of your 
exhibits. 

Mrs. Lesiie (Sweeily): 
cynical, dear. 


Don’t be 
Would you mind 


propping your right elbow on the 





arm of the chair, and tilting your 
chin a little more to the left? I 
don’t want that mole at the corner 
of your mouth to show. 

Mr. Lesuie: Then leave it out or paint 
in a moustache. 

Mrs. Lesire: But that wouldn’t be 
honest. An artist paints the thing 
as he sees it. 

Mr. Leste: Yes, yes, I know. 

Mrs. Lesiie: Now don’t be cross, dear. 
You always scowl when you’re cross, 
and I don’t want those deep furrows 
between your eyes. 

Mr. Lesiie (Slamming down paper): 
Who wouldn’t be cross? A man 
can’t even read his paper in peace 
any more since you’ve taken up this 
confounded painting. I wish to good- 
ness you'd go back to knitting. 

Mrs. Lesiie: But, Paul, I don’t like 
to knit. There’s just no soul to it... 
no challenge. Besides, you never 
liked the things I knit for you. 

Mr. Lesuie: I never liked those socks 
with the lumps in the heels if that’s 
what you mean. 

Mrs. Lesiie: And you never wore that 
beautiful yellow sweater I made you 
last spring. 

Mr. Lesuie: Of course I never wore 
it. It was three sizes too small. 
But even at that you were a better 
knitter than you are a painter. 

.Mrs. Lesuie: Why, Paul Leslie! Mr. 
Julian says I’ve done several very 
nice things! And you must admit 
this is cheaper than my china 
painting. 

Mr. Lesire (With a groan): Don’t 
mention it! All that money sunk in 
china painting, and we eat off dishes 
from the five and ten! What ever 


became of all the china? Did you 
finish it? 
Mrs. Lesiie: Not entirely, dear. But 


it’s not wasted. I put it away for 
Bob’s hope chest. 

Mr. Leste: For Pete’s sake, Ella, 
don’t talk about a boy having a hope 
chest! 

Mrs. Lesiie: I don’t see why not! 
Boys get married and go into house- 
keeping just the same as girls. It 
will be nice for Bob to have a 
hundred piece dinner set when he 
gets married. 

Mr. Leste: Bob is only in prep school, 
remember? And if and when he does 
get married he’ll never be able to 
afford an apartment big enough to 
hold a hundred piece dinner set! 
(Rises) 

Mrs. Lesiie: Oh dear! Now you've 
dropped your pose! I’ll never be 
able to catch that same angle. 

Mr. Lesuie: Sorry, but I'll have to 
move sooner or later! I have a 
sales meeting tonight at the office. 
Ella, how long are you going to keep 
up this handcraft fiasco? 

Mrs. Leste (Coldly): I don’t know 
what you mean! 

Mr. Lesuie: Just look at this living 
room! It’s a regular hobby shop! 
What’s that mess on the card table? 

Mrs. Leste: That’s a clay statuette. 

Mr. Lesiie (Pulling off cloth covering 
and sniffing at it suspiciously): It 
stinks! 

Mrs. Lesuie (Almost in tears): Paul 
Leslie! What a mean, cruel, horrible 
thing to say! That’s an abstract. 
It’s called “Agony.” Mr. Julian 


says it’s one of my best pieces. He 
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might even select it for the exhibit 
... and you say it stinks! 

Mr. LEsuieE: But it does, Ella. Honest, 
it does! Come and smell. It smells 
mouldy and raildewed. You’d better 
get it out of here before it draws ants 
or breeds typhus germs or something! 

Mrs. Lestre: I can’t understand why 
you are so unsympathetic with my 
arts! 

Mr. Lestre: Unsympathetic! Ye gods! 
I’ve put up with painting lessons, 
I’ve worn the things you knit; I’ve 
posed for your sketches . . . I’ve 
built you a loom! . . . I’ve paid for 
all your materials . . . what more 
can you expect? 

Mrs. Leslie: It’s your attitude! You 
don’t really think I have any talent! 

Mr. Lesuie: Now, Ella, I never said 
that. You have lots of talents. . . 
only... 

Mrs. Lestre: Only maybe you think 
I’m too old to be an artist! Well, 
just look at Grandma Moses! 

Mr. Lestre: But you’re no Grandma 
Moses! 

Mrs. Lesure (Bitterly): No! I’m just 
Ella Leslie . . . housewife! 

Mr. Lesure: And what’s wrong with 
being a housewife? 

Mrs. Lestre: Nothing . . . nothing at 
all. I loved being a housewife when 
the children were home. But now, 
with Bob at Prep school, Guy in 
college and Denny in the service, I 
feel as if I should do something 
worthwhile. Maybe I should go in 
for music . . . take up voice lessons. 

Mr. Lesuie: Heaven forbid! Er. . . I 
mean, I think you have enough to 
do with all this, my dear. 

Mrs. Lesire: Or what about a musical 


instrument? We have a sax and a 
whole set of drums in the attic. 
When I was in high school I played 
glockenspiel in the band! 

Mr. Leste: Now, Ella, be sensible. If 
you must have a hobby, why not 
make it cooking? 

Mrs. Lesuie: Oh, cooking! 
cooking? 

Mr. Lestre: You're asking me what’s 
cooking! As if you didn’t know it’s 
the way to a man’s heart, it’s the 
key to every woman’s kingdom, it’s 
the star in your crown! It’s the 
talent of talents! Ella, do you know 
how long it’s been since you baked 
an apple pie? 

Mrs. Lesuie: But, Paul, it’s silly to 
bake a pie for two people, and be- 
sides, you shouldn’t eat pastry. Any- 
how, all the girls in our bridge club 
are developing their talents. When 
the children grow up, every woman 
owes it to herself to become more 
creative. Madge Saunders has gone 
in for ballet. Eva Mayfield is 
making driftwood novelties, Carol 
Pierce is mounting shells, and Dorcas 
Hildebrand is learning wood carving! 

Mr. Lesire: Now that’s one thing, 
Ella, I absolutely forbid! Any 
carving that’s done in this household 
will be limited strictly to meat and 
poultry. (Looking at watch) Good 
heavens! I had no idea it was so 
late. I should be at the office now. 

Mrs. Lesutie: It’s probably just as well 
you won’t be here when Mr. Julian 
and the committee arrive to make 
their selections for the Exhibit! But 
try not to be too late, dear. 

Mr. Leste: I’ll be home as soon as 
I can, and don’t start any new 


What’s 








hobbies, at least until I get back. 


Mrs. Lesure: Don’t worry. I won't. 


And thanks for posing for me. 


Mr. Lesuie: You’re welcome. I'll go 


out the back door. The car’s parked 
in front of the garage. (Hait Mr. 
LESLIE) 


Mrs. Lesire (With a glance around 


the room): Oh dear! Maybe Paul 
is right! I guess I haven’t yet found 
my proper medium. Maybe next 
week, I’ll join a class in basketry. 
I might learn to make Boodle Bags! 
(Doorbell) Mercy! I hope that’s not 
Mr. Julian and the committee! I 
wanted to touch up that sketch! 
(At door) Oh, good evening, Sergeant 
Pittman. Won't you come in? 
(Police officer enters.) Paul just left 
a few minutes ago. I hope we’re not 
in any trouble. 


SERGEANT: I hope not, Mrs. Leslie, 
L but we’ve been having a good many 


reports of vandalism in this neigh- 
borhood. The Sparrow Gang has 
been active out here. The lady at 
729 reports all her tulips destroyed. 
Mr. Lyman had his garage windows 
broken, and about a dozen calls have 
come in reporting air being let out of 
tires on cars and bicycles. Just a 
series of nuisance charges, but we 
don’t want anything like that to 
get started in this neighborhood. 


Mrs. Les.iz: Since our own boys are 


away, I am afraid I’ve sort of lost 
touch with that sort of thing. . Is 
the situation very bad here, Ser- 
geant? 


SERGEANT: No worse than anywhere 


else, ma’am. But mostly it’s just a 
question of somebody keepin’ an eye 
on the kids and seein’ they have 


proper places to go . . . decent sur- 
roundings with plenty of action . . 
of the right sort. You know what I 
mean. 

Mrs. Lesuie: Yes, I know what you 
mean all right. Well, we haven’t had 
much trouble around here outside of 
some of the flowerbeds _ being 
trampled, a broken window from 
time to time and that sort of thing. 

SERGEANT: Well, if anybody bothers 
you, be sure to give us a ring right 
away. I’ve rounded up a couple of 
the gang myself. . . Taking ’em down 
to headquarters. 

Mrs. Leste: Oh dear! How old are 


the boys? 

SERGEANT: Not very old . . . just about 
eleven and twelve . . . but plenty 
tough. 


Mrs. Leste: That’s too bad. I cer- 
tainly feel sorry for their mothers. 
SERGEANT: That’s just the trouble. 

These kids don’t have any mothers 
to worry about them. Well, good 
night, Mrs. Leslie. One thing’s sure. 
Your boys never gave us any trouble. 
Mrs. Lesuie: Thank fortune for that. 
Good night, Sergeant. -(Hait Srr- 


GEANT) Oh dear! I wonder what will | 


become of those youngsters! Oh 
well . . . I guess it- isn’t my problem! 
I’d better get things sorted out here 
for Mr. Julian. I do hope the com- 
mittee will choose some of my work 
for the exhibit! I’d just like to show 
Paul a thing or two and prove to him 
that I have some talent after all. I 
feel certain they’ll like my statuette 
and some of these paintings aren’t at 
all bad. Mr. Julian said they showed 
real imagination. (Moves about room 
collecting drawings and paintings 
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which she arranges on a table) Oh, 
here’s that little clay flower pot I 
was modeling. I might as well let 
them look at that. (Doorbell) There 
they are! (Ai door) Oh, good eve- 
ning, Mr. Julian! Hello, Mrs. Stock- 
well. Nice to see you, Mrs. Burley. 
Do come in. 

Mr. JULIAN: We're really in a good 
bit of a hurry, Mrs. Leslie, but we 
want to decide on all our exhibits 
tonight. 

Mrs. Buruey: And I said we just 
couldn’t make our final decisions 
without seeing your work. 

Mrs. Lesiie: You'll find most of my 
better things right here. The 
statuette is on the table and there 
are also some of my better sketches 
and oils. I have one or two water 
colors I’d like you to see and a few 
pieces of jewelry. They’re upstairs. 
I'll get them right away. 

Mrs. StocKwE.i: Oh, don’t bother, 
my dear. We have so much to look 
at right here. 

Mrs. Lesuie: It’s no trouble. I’ll bring 
them right down. (Ezits. Mr. 
JULIAN sniffs suspiciously at statu- 
elte as women move around the room 
looking at the paintings in a critical 
manner.) 

Mrs. Buruey: Poor Ella! She tries so 
hard! 

Mrs. SrocKwE.u: And gets such poor 
results! What do you think of the 
statuette, Mr. Julian? 

Mr. Junian: Atrocious! 
atrocious! 

Mrs. SrockweE.u: And her paintings? 

Mr. JuLi1an: Impossible! The woman 
is utterly without talent! 

Mrs. BuRLEY: But we must take some- 


Simply 


thing. We can’t afford to hurt her 
feelings. 

Mr. Junian: My dear, Mrs. Burley, if 
I am to be the judge of the materials 
for this exhibit the only feelings I 
shall consider are my own. After all, 
my reputation is at stake! Do you 
think I would want any of these. . . 
these monstrosities to go on display 
under the name of Julian? (Mrs. 
LESLIE enters during this last speech. 
She carries some paintings and 
jewelry.) 

Mrs. StocKWE.LL:.But she will be ter- 
ribly disappointed! 

Mr. Juan: That I cannot help! I 
cannot supply talent where there is 
none! 

Mrs. Buruey: But couldn’t we take 
some little thing and stick it in a 
corner some place where it wouldn’t 
show? 

Mrs. StocKWE.LL: Something like this 
flower pot, for instance? We could 
plant something in it that would 
droop over the sides and hide most 
of the design. 

Mr. JULIAN: Very well. But I am 
afraid you are letting sentiment in- 
fluence your judgment. 

Mrs. LEstie (Clearing her throat):1... 
I’m afraid these water colors would 
not be suitable. And... the jewelry 

. well, I just remembered, I 
promised to give it to Denny’s girl! 
T’ll have to mail it tomorrow. 

Mrs. StockweE tt: Oh, that’s quite all 
right, my dear! 

Mrs. Burry: We have already made 
our selection. We’ve decided on this 
darling flower pot. 

Mrs. StocKweE..: Mr. Julian thought 
it would be just the thing. 








Mr. JuLIAN: Yes...er...yousee... 
we have nothing else of that sort. It 
will be in a class of its own. 

Mrs. Lesuie: I see. What about the 
statuette? 

Mr. JuLian: Charming, my dear lady, 
charming! Most unusual treatment 
of a most unusual subject . . . but 
well... I am afraid it is rather too 
modern . . . too sophisticated for our 
audience. You see . . . most people 
have to be educated to this type of 
thing. 

Mrs. Lesuie: I understand. Well... 
thank you for coming, and you’re 
welcome to the flower pot. 

Mrs. StockweE.u: We'll take the very 
best care of it and send it back the 
day after the Exhibit. (Takes flower 
pot) 

Mrs. Lesuie: You really don’t need to 
bother. You may keep it. . . give it 
away as a door prize or something. 

Mrs. Bur.ey: Why, that’s a wonder- 
ful idea. We never thought of a door 
prize, did we, Mr. Julian? 

Mr. JuLian: No, we didn’t . . . and it zs 
an excellent idea. Thank you so 
much, Mrs. Leslie. 

Mrs. Buruey: And now we really must 
run along. Good night, Ella. 

Mrs. Lesiie: Good night . . . and 
thank you .. . thank you so much. 
Mr. Juxian: Not at all, my dear lady. 
Not at all! (Mr. Junian and com- 

mittee exit.) 

Mrs. Lesiie: Yes, thank you, thank 
you, you dear people, you . . . for 
showing me what a fool I’ve been. 
Paul was right. I don’t have a single 
bit of talent! They’ve just been tak- 
ing me for a ride. . . all of them! 
Oh! I hate that Mr. Julian! I... 
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“t 


I... (Breaks into tears. Sits at table, 
pushing the paintings aside and cries 
bitterly) When I think of all the les- 
sons I took, and all the money | 
spent! I’m even ashamed to face 
Paul. He was right all the time! 
(Boy’s voice from hall) 

Bos (Off): Hey, Mom! Anybody 
home? Surprise! Surprise! (DENny, 
Guy and Bos rush in and engulf their 
mother in a series of wild hugs.) 

Au (In turn): Hy’a, Mom! How are 
you? Boy, oh boy, it’s good to see 
you! You’re looking great! 

Mrs. Lesiie: Where on earth did you 
come from? Dennis! Guy! Let me 
look at you! Bob, you’ve grown 
three inches since Christmas. How 
did you get here? 

Dennis: It’s your Mother’s Day sur- 
prise, Mom. 

Bos: How do you like it? 

Mrs. Leste: I love it. But I don’t 
understand how it was possible. 

Dennis: I got an unexpected pass, 
Mom, and picked these two jerks 
up at their respective institutions of 
learning. 

Bos: Doc Albright didn’t want to let 


me come at first on account of that | 


Saturday morning class, but even 
that old duck is a sucker for Mother’s 

- Day! 

Mrs. Lesiie: Bobbie! Dr. Albright is 
a wonderful man. 

Bos: Sure, he is, Mom, but he’s a 
stickler for rules. 

Guy: Hey, Mom, where’s Pop? 

Mrs. Leste: He had to go back to the 
office tonight. Oh, he’ll be so sur- 
prised when he sees you boys! 

Bos: What you got to eat, Mom? 

Dennis: Any apple pie? 





M 


Bc 
Gi 


Bo 


le, 
les 
eS- 
uce 
ne! 
NY, 
eur 


are 


you 


wn 
low 


sur- 


on’t 
ASS, 
arks 


s of 


» let 


that | 


ven 
rer’s 


ht is 


3 a 


o the 
sur- 





Mrs. Leste: No apple pie, Denny. 
But there’s plenty of roast beef for 
sandwiches. I’ll bake a pie first thing 
tomorrow. 

Bos: Good! I’m starved. 

Guy: So am I. Come on, kid, you can 
have the thrill of making sandwiches 
for a real college man! 

Bos: Oh, yeah? (Guy and Bos start to 
exit.) You coming, Denny? 

Dennis: I’ll be there in a minute. You 
can start making mine with plenty 
of mustard. (They exit. DENNIS 
looks around the room.) 

Mrs. Lesire: Oh, Denny, it’s wonder- 
ful to have you here. Does every- 
thing look the same to you, son? 

Dennis: Well... yes... andno. The 
living room looks different . . . seems 
smaller. 

Mrs. Lesire (Laughing): Oh dear! 
That’s because it has all this junk in 
it. [ll get it cleared out of here to- 
morrow. 

Dennis: But, Mom . . . what is it? 
What’s that thing over there? (Point- 
ing to statuette) and this. . . (Picks up 
picture) What’s this supposed to be? 

Mrs. Lesitre (Snatching picture from 
him): Don’t even look at it, Denny. 
It’s just trash. 

Dennis (Laughing): Trash! It’s worse 
than that! Who in the world did it? 

Mrs. Lestre: Well . . . if you must 
know... I did. 

Dennis: You! But, Mom! Oh, look 
here! Why your eyes are all wet! 
You’re not crying! Look, Mom, I 
didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. 
Why, gee whiz! You know what a 
dumb cluck I am about art. Why, I 
bet if you were to show this to some 
long-haired brush and canvas boy 
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he’d think it was great. You can’t go 
by what I say, Mom. 

Mrs. Lestie: Oh, yes I can, darling. 
You and your father have the same 
opinion of my talent as an artist! 
And you're exactly right. I don’t 
have one bit of talent . . . not a bit! 
(Cries into hanky) 

Dennis: Now, Mom, what is all this? 
Who cares if you don’t have any 
taleat as an artist? 

Mrs. Lesuie: I don’t care so much 
about being an artist, Denny, but I 
did so want to develop a hobby of 
some sort. I’ve tried everything... 
knitting, crocheting, china painting, 
weaving .. . writing... I have a 
whole pile of rejection slips upstairs. 
Then I tried painting. But I’m just 
no good at all! The books say every- 
body is talented in some way. But 
look at me! Nothing! 

Dennis: For heavens sake, Mom! You 
can’t be serious. 

Mrs. Leste: But I am serious, Denny. 
All my friends are developing some 
talent now that their children have 
gone away to school. Every one of 
them except me has some sort of 
hobby. 

Dennis: Well, don’t let that worry 
you, Mom. You’re good at checkers, 
and you can beat Pop all hollow at 
Canasta. 

Mrs. Leste: But that doesn’t take 
talent, Denny. 

Dennis: And how about being a 
mother? Doesn’t it take talent and 
skill and understanding to bring up 
three guys like the Leslie brothers? 

Mrs. Leste: It takes a lot of work and 
worry, maybe, but no real talent. 

Dennis: Don’t fool yourself, Mom, 








Being the kind of mom you are takes 
more than elbow grease. Since I’ve 
been in the service I’ve seen a lot of 
things and I know that every guy 
in our outfit would give everything 
he’s got for a mom like you. 

Mrs. Lesire: Oh, Denny! You’re just 
prejudiced. 

Dennis: No, I’m not, Mom... honest! 
(Guy and Bos enter munching sand- 
wiches. ) 

Guy: Umm! Good! You sure have a 
real talent for roast beef, Mom. It 
never tastes the same anywhere else. 

Mrs. Lesuie: Talent? 

Dennis: We were just talking about 
Mom’s many talents, Guy. 

Mrs. Lesiie: Cooking doesn’t take 
talent, boys. 

Guy: It takes something a lot of women 
don’t have. Gee whiz, Mom, you 
should try eating dormitory confetti! 

Bos: Yeah . . . and the stuff some of 
the kids get in their boxes from 
home. I have to hide mine or I 
wouldn’t have anything. (Loud 
crash as of breaking glass) 

Au: What was that? 

Mrs. Lesiie: Sounds as if someone 
broke a window. I'll bet it’s one of 
those Sparrow kids. (Guy and Bos 
run out.) 

DENNIs: Sparrow kids? 

Mrs. Lesiie: We’ve been having some 
trouble recently . . . a gang of boys 
in the neighborhood! 

Dennis: If it was a boy, Guy and Bob 
can handle him. (Offstage shouts) 

Mrs. Lesiie: Sergeant Pittman was 
here earlier in the evening. He has 
rounded up one or two of them. 

Dennis (Looking out of window): I 

can’t see a thing. Maybe I’d better 














go give them a hand. (Boys enter 

holding two smaller boys by the 
collars) : 

Boys (Half crying): We didn’t do any- 
thing. You let us go! (Htc.) 

Guy: Quiet, you! 

Bos: These guys should go out for 
track. They’re some runners! 

Mrs. Lesiie: Let go of them, boys, 
you’re hurting them. 

Guy: You couldn’t hurt these fellows, 
Mom. They’re real tough hombres. 

Mrs. Lesuie: Let go of them, just 
the same. You’re choking the life 
out of that little fellow. (Boys release 
their hold and their captives make a 
dash for the door. DENNIS stops them.) 

Dennis: Not so fast. Not so fast. 
You have some explaining to do. 

Mrs. Lesiie: Oh, my goodness! (To 
one boy) You've cut your hand. 
Bobby, go get me a basin and towel. 
Guy, you know where the bandages 
are . . . and the Mercurochrome. 
I’ll fix that up for you in a jiffy, 
sonny. Now sit down over here. 
Don’t be frightened. §Nobody’s 
going to hurt you. (Exit Guy and 
Bos) 

Dennis (7'0 other boy): What’s your 
name, son? 

Gus: Gus. Gus Piper, and he’s my 
brother . . . Joe. 

Mrs. Les.ie: That’s a mean cut there, 

Joe. But we'll take care of it. Hold 

your arm up and it won’t bleed quite 

so much. 


Dennis: What were you trying to do 
outside? It’s a little late for playing 
ball, isn’t it? 

Gus: We weren’t playin’ ball, Mister. 

Dennis: No, I had an idea it wasn’t 
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ball. You were playing breaking in 
windows, weren’t you? 

Joe: We weren’t breakin’ in, Mister. 
Honest. We were just lookin’ for... 

Gus: Shut up, Joe. 

DENNIS: What were you looking for, 
Joe? 

Mrs. Lesuie: Don’t pester the child, 
Denny, till we get his arm fixed up. 
Does it hurt much, dear? 

Joe: No, ma’am. It doesn’t hurt 
hardly at all. (Enter boys with basin, 
bottle and bandages.) 

Bos: Here you are, Mom. 

Guy: Fix him up good, Mom, cause 
he’s gonna get a good walloping when 
he stops bleeding. 

Dennis: Did anyone wallop you, Guy, 
the time you broke six of Mr. 
Spangler’s windows? 

Guy: Heck, no! Pop was all for the 
razor strap, but Mom... . 

Dennis: Yeah . . . Mom understood, 
didn’t she? She understood how 
sore you were about getting chucked 
off the basketball team! She knew 
you just had to explode somewhere, 

Guy: That’s right, Denny. Thanks for 
reminding me. Are you kids sore 
about anything? 

Gus: No. We’re not sore. 


Dennis: Joe says you were looking 
for something. What would you be 
looking for in our cellar? 

Gus: Nothin’. 

Bos: You'd better talk, kid, or it will 
be the worse for you! 

Dennis: Did you talk the time old 
man Watkins was going to have your 
gang arrested because he caught 
some of you hanging around his fruit 
stand? 


Bos: Of course not. I never was a 
squealer! 

Dennis: Sure, but you told Mom all 
about it that night, didn’t you? 

Bos: Yeah! Mom always knows how 
to get things out of a guy. I don’t 
see how she does it. 

Dennis: Maybe she’s got sort of a 
talent for it. How about it, Mom? 

Mrs. Lesure: Maybe I have, Denny, 
but it doesn’t take any talent to 
know when boys are hungry. How 
about bringing them a sandwich and 
a glass of milk? 

Bos: Come on, Guy. It looks as if 
we’re on K.P. duty. (Exit) 

Mrs. Lesiie (To her patient): There! 
It’s all done. You're a brave little 
codger. You never said a word! 

Jog: It didn’t hurt. 

Mrs. Lestie: I don’t think there’s any 
glass in that cut, but if it gives you 
any trouble, we’ll have to take you 
to see a doctor. Tell your mother 
to keep an eye on it. 

Jor: We don’t have... 

Gus: Our mother isn’t home. 

Mrs. Lesiie: Oh, I see! Well, in that 
case, how about dropping around 
here tomorrow and letting me take 
a look at it? Will you do that? 

Gus: Yeah. we’ll do that. And thanks 
lady, thanks for fixing Joe up. You 
did a good job. 

Dennis: This lady has a talent for 
doing things like that, Gus. . . things 
like fixing skinned knees, and mend- 
ing broken heads, and taking care 
of all sorts of bumps and bruises. . . 
You'll find she’s a pretty good person 
to be around. 

Joe: Yeah. She’s swell. 
and Guy) 


(Enter Bos 








Bos: Two roast beef sandwiches 
coming up. 

Guy: With two glasses of milk on the 
side. (Boys eat food greedily.) Wow! 
What appetites! 

Mrs. Lesiie: Do you boys like apple 
pie? (The boys nod.) I’m baking 
apple pies tomorrow. Stop around 
here about noon and I’ll save you a 
piece. (Boys nod and mutter thanks.) 

Bos: Who says crime doesn’t pay? 
Milk, sandwiches and apple pie! 
Boy! 

DENNIS: Quiet, you! When did you 
ever go to bed hungry? No matter 
what trouble any of us kids ever got 
into, Mom was always right there 
with a piece of cake or a cup of 
cocoa or something good to fill that 
hollow place in our conscience! 

Mrs. Lesire: Thanks, Denny, for re- 
membering. And since when is a 
broken window a crime, Robert 
Leslie? I seem to remember someone 
not too far away from here who held 
the neighborhood record for broken 
windows. 

Bos: But gee whiz, Mom! When I was 
that age, I had to be home by eight 
o'clock. 


Guy: Yeah. . . and you did plenty of 
squawking about it, didn’t he, 
Mom? 

Mrs. LesuiE: He sure did. He said I 


was the meanest Mother in the 
block. 

Bos: I never said that. 

Guy: Oh yes, you did. We all said 
that every time Mom wouldn’t let 
us do something. Come on, kids, 
tell us where you live and we'll take 
you home. 

Mrs. Lesuie: Not right now, Guy. I 
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tell you what. Why don’t you boys 
go to meet your father? He'll be 
ready to leave about this time, and 
you can drive home with him. He’! 
be tickled to death. 

Dennis: And leave you here? 

Mrs. Lesiie: With these two bandits? 
I think it will be safe. You might 
leave me your car keys. Maybe I’ll 
take Joe and Gus home a little later. 
After we’ve had a talk. 

Dennis: O.K., Mom. Come on, you 
kids. 

Guy (To boys): Don’t try any. funny 
business, you two. 

Bos: Gosh, Mom! I never really 
thought you were the meanest 
mother in the block. 

Mrs. Lesuie: No, I know you didn’t, 
dear. Now run along. (Boys start to 
go.) And, Dennis, you better warn 
your father. 

Dennis: Warn him? 

Mrs. Lesuie: Yes, warn him that I’ve 
taken up a new hobby. 

Bos: Anew hobby? What’s she talking 
about? 

Dennis: Come along, Egg Head, and 
I'll explain it to you. So long, Mom. 
(They exit.) 

Mrs. Lesiie: Want another sandwich? 
More milk? (Boys shake their heads.) 
You know, boys, when my sons were 
your age they were just like you. 

Jor: Like us? 

Mrs. Lesiie: Yes. They were always 
standing up for each other . . . and for 
their friends. Do you have any 
other brothers or sisters? 

Jor: Yeah... there’s Tony. 

Mrs. Lesuie: Tony? Is he younger or 
older than you? 

Gus: Older. 
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Jor: He .. . he always looks after us. 
He . . . (Voice breaks) 

Gus: Stop bawling, Joe, and shut up. 

Mrs. LESLIE: Has something happened 
to Tony, Joe? 

Jon: Yeah... he...he... 

Gus: Shut up, I said. 

Mrs. Lestre: Never mind, Gus. It’s 
all right. I think I understand. You 
were looking for Tony, weren’t you? 

Gus: Gosh! How did you know? 

Mrs. LesitieE: What made you think 
he was in our cellar? 

Gus: Well . . . we were out in this block 
and the cops chased us, and Tony 
ran for cover . . . and well, we 
thought he might be hiding out some 
place. 

Mrs. Lesuie: I think I know where 
Tony is, boys. 

Jor (Crying openly): The cops got him. 
I told you the cops got him, Gus. 

Mrs. Leste: Now don’t cry, Joe. It 
will be all right. I'll call Sergeant 
Pittman right away. 

Joe: You will? Honest? 

Mrs. Leste: Honest. 

Gus: It’s a trick, Joe. She’ll call the 
police and turn us in, too. 

Mrs. Lestre: You don’t really mean 
that, Gus, You’re just scared. Now 
sit down and relax. If you hear me 
say anything out of the way, you 
can always run out that door. No- 
body will stop you. 

Jor: Yeah. Let her call, Gus. 

Mrs. LesuiE (At phone) : Police Depart- 
ment, please. Hello. May I please 
speak to Sergeant Pittman? Oh, 
hello, Sergeant. This is Mrs. Paul 
Leslie. No, we’re not having any 
trouble. I just wanted to ask you 


if you have a boy down there by the 





name of Tony Piper? You have? 

Have you finished questioning him? 

Well, I was wondering if you’d let me 

take him home instead of sending 

him home with the officers? Yes. 

Well, I don’t exactly know him, but 

I know his brothers, and I’m in- 

terested in him. Besides, I have a 

little plan I’d like to talk over with 

you. With the boys away from home, 

I have so much time on my hands, I 

think I’d like to go back to my old 

job. (With a chuckle) Yes, that’s it 

. . . being a mother. I think I’d like 

to have three boys around the house 
. . at least part of the time. Very 

well, thank you. I’ll be right down 
and pick him up, and we'll talk over 
my plan tomorrow. Thanks a lot, 

Sergeant. Goodbye. (Hangs up) 

Well, that’s that, boys. Tony will 

be waiting for us. 

Jor: Gee, Lady, thanks a million. 

Gus: That’s swell. 

Jor: And did you really mean it... 
about having three boys around the 
house? 

Mrs. Lesu1E: I sure did, Joe. You see, 
my own boys tell me I have a sort of 
talent for mothering and I don’t 
like to see it go to waste. So if you’d 
come over in your spare time, I 
think we could do a lot of things to- 
gether. Mr. Leslie likes boys too, 
and there’s plenty of room down in 
that cellar for a real workshop. 

Joe: Hear that, Gus? A workshop. 

Gus: Gosh! 

Mrs. Lesure: When the baseball season 
starts, you can keep Mr. Leslie com- 
pany at the ball games. He hates to 
go by himself. 

Boru: Boy oh boy! 





Mrs. Les.ie: Well, let’s get going. We 


You see, I’ve taken up a new hobby, 





don’t wan’t to keep Tony waiting. and I won’t have much spare time 
(Phone) from now on. Yes, that’s right. . . 
Mrs. Lesuie: Oh dear! I suppose I’ll I said a new hobby. Oh... . it’s 
have to answer. (At phone) Hello. boys. Yes, that’s right... Boys... 
Oh, hello, Madge. What? A new B-O-Y-S . . . My sons say I have a 
class in figure painting? When? real talent for understanding what 
Thursday afternoons? No, I’m makes their wheels go _ round, § [0BY 
afraid I can’t make it, Madge. No (Curtain) ABBI 
. not Friday afternoons either. THE END BILL 
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Characters 

Tony CoLMAN, a Sophomore 

ABBIE PRENTIss, Senior Class Secretary 

Bitt GRANT, Senior Class President 

Tom VERNON \ ' 

Juniors 

JoAN MILLER 

SALLY BOLTON } 

NepRA DAWSON Seniors 

HELEN WALKER 

SerriInG: The Dolly Madison Social 

Room at the James Madison High 

School. 

Ar Rise: Music blares from a phono- 
graph. The tune and the arrangement 
are distincly “‘jive.”” Pushing a mop 
around the edges of the room is Tony 
CotMAN. ‘Tosy’s shock of unruly 
hair tumbles from beneath the dust- 
cloth he has wound about his head like 
a turban. He executes a few neat 
steps, using the mop as his partner. 
The music comes to an abrupt, ‘‘sock”’ 
finish. Topsy bows low to the phono- 
graph. 

Topsy: Thank you, maestro. (To mop) 





Say “thank you” to the boys in the 
band, Matilda. (He punches the mop 
so that it “‘nods.”” Then he reverses 
the record on the turntable, and listens 
appreciatively to another ‘‘hot’’ tune 
as ABBIE PRENTISS enters. She car- 


res an armful of record albums, and 
when she hears the jazz pouring from 
the phonograph she stands still and 

| glares at Tony. He wiggles his fingers 
at her in a friendly wave.) Hiyah, 
honey. 


Sticks and Stones 


by Robert Downing 


AsBIE (Her nose in the air): Really! 

Topsy: James Madison Senior High 
School welcomes you to another Jive 
Session in the good old Dolly Madi- 
son Social Room. (A step toward 
ABBIE) Would you care to cut a rug 
with me, beautiful? 

ABBIE: Of all the nerve! (Tosy shrugs, 
and turns back to his mop. ABBIE 
marches to the phonograph. She puts 
down her armful of albums on the 
cabinet, and shuts off the music.) 

Tosy: Hey! Don’t do that! You want 
to ruin my mood for work? 

ApBiE: I take it the Dean told you to 
help get this room in order? 

Tosy: You take it, sister — I’ve got it! 
(He pushes the mop around the floor, 
not too vigorously.) 

ABBIE: I happen to be a Senior. . . 

Tosy: Congratulations! I hope to be 
one myself some day. (He bows.) 
Toby Colman, Sophomore. 

ABBIE: I also happen to be Student 
Chairman for Special Events in the 
Dolly Madison Social Room. . . 

Tosy: Good for you, girl! 

ABBIE: And—I am Senior Class 
Secretary... 

Tosy (Looking very impressed): All 
this — and literate, too! May I have 
your autograph? (He steps forward, 
fishing for a pencil.) 

ABBIE (Tossing her head): Oh — what’s 
the use? You’re — you’re incor- 
rigtble! 

Topsy (Gaily): Sticks and stones may 











break my bones — but words can 
never harm me! (ABBIE removes the 
“sive” record from the phonograph.) 

ABBIE: Now about this record . . . it 
doesn’t belong in the Dolly Madison 
collection. 

Topsy: You can say that again! That 
symphony of pep is right out of my 
private stock. 

ABBIE: Well, you can take it with you 
when you go. And don’t bring it 
back! (ApBre tosses the record to 
Topsy, who makes a desperate, flying 
leap, catches the record in mid-air, 
and sprawls on the floor, holding the 
record tenderly.) 

Topsy: Aw, lady! Have a heart! (BILL 
GRANT, wearing a large letter “M” 
on his sweater, enters. He stands in 
the door, grinning at the spectacle of 
Tony on the floor.) 

Bit: Hiyah, Abbie — what gives? 

Asie: Hello, Bill. (She indicates Tony 
with disdain.) This — this person has 
been playing jazz on the Dolly 
Madison phonograph! 

Biuu (Tolerantly): Is that right, Toby? 
(Tony rises, guarding his record care- 
fully.) 

Tosy: Sure, Bill. I didn’t know Dolly 
owned a phonograph —did you? 
(He winks at Bru, turns a blank face 
to ABBIE.) By the way — what was 
it that Edison invented? 

Asie: Really! 

Bit: O.K., Toby. You better get busy 
with that mop. 

Topsy (With a smart salute for BILL): 
Ay, ay, sir! (Toy carefully places his 
phonograph record on the seat of a 
chair. He starts mopping with a vim.) 

Brii: What can I do to help, Abbie? 

Axssre: As Class President you’re not 





expected to work, Bill. Thanks any- 

way. 

BriL: How do you think I got to be 
Senior Class President? Honey — 
that was real work! 

ABBIE: Sally and Nedra have gone to 
get the flowers. I sent a couple of 
Juniors for the folding chairs. You 
could help me re-arrange the furni- 
ture, Bill. 

Bi: Glad to. 

Assi: I thought it might be nice for 

the faculty to sit at this end of the 

room. (Indicating the place) We can 


put the folding chairs for the parents | 


and guests over there. (Indicating 
the opposite side of the room) 

Bru (Crossing to sofa): O.IK. Grab the 
other end of this sofa, Toby. 

Tosy (Putting down the mop): Ay, ay, 
sir! (Briu and Topsy lift the sofa.) 
Bru (Starting upstage with his end of 
the sofa): O.K., How about over here 
under the portraits — is that O.K., 

Abbie? 

ABBIE (Vaguely, looking at the records): 
Uh-huh . . . (Brit and Tosy lower 
the sofa into position. Tosy suddenly 
emits a blood-curdling yell.) 

Tosy: Right on my toe! I’m crippled! 
I’m maimed for life! (Tosy hops 
around, holding one foot. ABBIE looks 
at Tosy disdainfully. Bru grins at 
Topsy, shaking his head helplessly.) 

Asste: Bill — do you think Beethoven 
is appropriate for this afternoon? 

Bru (Goes to Appre): I dunno. Don’t 
you think he’s a little heavy? 

Tony (Limping in a circle): Only about 
two tons! What’s the score, Bill? 
Some long-hair deal in here this 
P.M.? 

Birt: Annual presentation of the 
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Scholarship Award to the best 

Senior student. 

Tosy: That’s long-hair for sure! Who 
hits the jack pot this year? 

Birt: That’s top secret. Nobody 
knows the winner except the Princi- 
pal and the faculty award com- 
mittee. 

ABBIE (With a cautious smile): And a 
certain Abbie Prentiss! 

Bit, (Turns to Appin): What’s this? 
How did you find out? 

ApBIE: Oh, quite by accident, Bill. 
And I ean tell you I’m a little bit 
peeved with the committee’s choice! 

Birt: Now, look here, Abbie. That 
Scholarship Award goes for merit — 
pure, simple, unadulterated merit. 
And you’d better not Jet on if you do 
know who’s getting the prize. 

AnBiE: Oh, I know, all right. It’s that 
revolting Helen Walker! 

Bit: Are you sure about that? 

Appre: I overheard the Principal call- 
ing Helen’s father to make sure that 
Mr. Walker attends this afternoon. 
Though I can’t see why anyone 
would want him at the presentation. 
Besides, I’m not sure Helen won the 
prize fair and square! 

Bitu: Hey, now! Nobody’s ever ques- 
tioned a Senior Scholarship Award. 
ABBIE: I happen to know my grades 

were just as high as Helen’s. 

Birt: In that case, there’ll be two 
prizes. You know that. 

ApBIE: Then I'll refuse mine! I 
wouldn’t stand up at the same affair 
with Helen Walker! 

Birt: What have you got. against 

Helen? (Tom VERNON enters with 

some folding chairs. He is followed by 

JoAN MILuEr who struggles valiantly 





with several folding chairs. ‘Tony 
hastens to help Joan with the chairs. 
Tom, Joan and Topsy carry the chairs 
to the far side of the room.) 

Joan (To Tosy): Thanks, chum. 

Tom (To Appin): Where do you want 
these chairs, Miss Prentiss? 

Tosy: Miss Prentiss! Get him! 

ABBIE (With an airy wave of her hand): 
Just put them down over there for 
the present. (Tom, Joan and Topsy 
stack the chairs. ABBIE turns to watch 
them.) We’ll need at least twenty 
more chairs! 

Joan: Come on, Tom. (She slumps 
wearily to the door.) On the double, 
buster. (Tom and Joan go owt. Brun 
and Toxsy arrange the furniture. 
SaLty Bouron and Nepra Dawson 
enter with vases of flowers. One of the 
vases contains jonqutls. ) 

Sauiy: Hi, Abbie! ’Lo, Bill! 

Brut: Hello, Sally. Hiyah, Nedra. 

Nepra: Greetings! (7'o Apsre, holding 
up her vase of flowers) Aren’t these 
lovely, Abbie? 

Satty: They just arrived from the 
florist’s. 

Nepra (Jo Appre): Where do you 
want ’em, hon? 

AsBrE: Well, let’s see. I think one 
vase will look very well here on the 
phonograph. This one. (She takes 
Nepra’s flowers.) Sally — yours can 
go over on the table. (SALLY places 
flowers.) No. That’s not quite right. 
Change ’em around. (NepRA and 
SALLY switch the vases.) 

Nepra (Looking at the two vases of 
flowers): I hope they don’t look too 
skimpy. 

Satty: Honey, these posies set the 

Senior treasury back a pretty penny! 





ABBIE: I’m kind of sorry we spent the 
money. 

SaLLy: Oh, you’ve got to have flowers. 

NeprA: The room would look abso- 
lutely naked without them! 

Topsy: Please watch your language, 
Miss Dawson. There’s a Sophomore 
present! (Elaborately, he puts his 
hands over his ears.) 

Satty (Jo Biwi, indicating Tosy): 
Hey, Bill — who’s your comic relief? 

Britt (With a steady, warning look for 
Tosy): A pretty smart Sophomore 
who’d better watch his p’s and q’s if 
he knows what’s good for him! 

Tosy (Salules Bruit): Ay, ay, sir! 
(Tosy whips off his dustcloth turban 
and starts dusting the folding chairs.) 

ABBIE: Well—I guess we can’t do 
anything else till they bring more 
chairs. (To the others) Collapse, 
friends, and breath deeply! (NEpRA 
and SALLY sit. ABBIE sits on ToBy’s 
record. She jumps up quickly, gather- 
ing up the broken pieces.) 

Topsy (Rushing to ABBE): Now look 
what you’ve done! (He grabs the 
pieces of the broken record.) 

Asie: I told you to get that record 
out of here. 

Topsy (Surveying the damage, sadly): 
Oh, dear! My original, brand new, 
second-hand, slightly-used, red, hot 
and blue, orchidaceous jam pot! (He 
scowls at Appre.) I hope you flunk 
your final exams! I hope you don’t 
get to graduate! On second thought, 
I’d hate to stay around this school 
another semester with you here! I 
hope nobody dances with you at the 
Senior Prom! I hope — 

Bru: Easy does it, Toby. 
work, slave! 


Back to 
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Tosy (Mournfully dropping the ruined 
record into a waste basket): Goodbye! 
Goodbye forever! (He begins dusting 
chairs again.) 

Brit: I'll help the kids with those 
chairs. (Turns to Topy) Remember 
what I said, Colman. (ToBy nods 
sadly. BriLu goes.) 

Satty: Explain your magic touch, 
Abbie. You’ve got our prexy jump- 
ing through hoops! 

ABBIE (A confident smile): Just my 
fatal charm, girls! (Tosy makes a 
face.) 

Nepra (70 Axssie): Any scuttlebutt 
on who cops the prize this afternoon? 

Sau.y: Of course it’ll be Abbie! 

ABBIE: Fat chance! 

SALLy: Don’t be modest, chick. 

ABBIE: Modesty, dear Sally, is not one 
of my virtues. 

Toxsy (Muttering): Name two others. 

ABBIE (Sharply): What was that? 

Topsy: I didn’t say a word. (Holds up 
the mop) Did you say something, 
Matilda? (He makes the mop shake 
its head.) Sorry, Miss Prentiss. You 
must be hearin’ things! 

ABBIE (Confidentially, to Sautty and 
Nepra): He doesn’t know how right 
he is! 

Tosy (Softly): Yes, I do! 

ABBIE (Leans forward to NepRA and 
Say): Girls, I’ve heard who’s get- 
ting the Award today! 

Nepra: You didn’t! (ABBrIE nods.) 

Satity: Who? 

Nepra: It’s you, Abbie! (ABBIE shakes 
her head.) Well — who is it then? 

Satiy: And how did you ever find out? 

AxBBIE: Well — I happened to overhear 
a phone conversation in the Princi- 
pal’s office. (NeEDRA and SALLY ex- 
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change looks.) Prepare yourselves for 
a shock, girls. The Senior Scholar- 
ship Award goes to none other than 
dear little Helen Walker! 

NepRA (Recoiling): Helen Walker! 

SaLiy (Aghast): Helen! 

Tosy (To the mop): You know Helen 
Walker — the girl with three heads! 
(The girls ignore Tosy, who goes back 
to work.) 

Nepra: Abbie, you must be mistaken. 
Everybody knows you’re the most 
popular girl in the Senior Class! 

Satty: And the best student! 

ABBIE (With a resigned sigh): It seems 
not. 

SaLLy: But your grades, Abbie! You’ve 
been at the top all semester! 

AspBIE: Well, you know how they 
figure the Award. Deportment 
counts. And posture, and recitation 
delivery, and — good heavens, who 
knows what else? 

Nepra: But Helen’s no better in all 
that than you are, Abbie. 

ApBiE: Thank you, Nedra. Unfor- 
tunately, you’re not on the faculty 
committee. 

SaLLy: It’s a dirty trick, Abbie! It’s 
real mean! 

ABBIE: Oh, I don’t mind not getting 
the prize — 

Tosy: Not much! (Receiving a quick 
glance from the girls, ToBy manages 
a terrific sneeze. He points apolo- 
getically to the flowers.) It’s the 
daffodils! 

Nepra (Correcting Tosy): Jonquils! 

Topsy (Backs away from the flowers): 
Jonquils! No wonder! They’re my 
special poison! (Topsy whips out his 

handkerchief and ties it around his 


face like a hospital mask. He returns 

to dusting folding chairs.) 

AsBIE: As I was saying, it’s not losing 
the prize that upsets me. Why, I’d 
be tickled pink to see one of you girls 
get it... 

Sau.y: With my grades? No such luck! 

Nepra: Same here. 

AsBiE: I wouldn’t care who got the 
prize — but I certainly hate to lose 
it to somebody like Helen! 

Nepra: I don’t blame you! 

ABBIE: It’s just that Helen Walker 
isn’t quite my dish of tea. (Tom and 
JOAN stagger in with more chairs. 
With Tosy’s help, they set them up.) 

Sauiy: You can say that again! 

AsBIE: I don’t believe Helen’s got a 
decent dress to her name. Goodness 
knows what she’ll wear today! 

Nepra: Can it possibly matter? 

Asie: And Helen’s father! I can just 
imagine what that’s going to be like! 

Nepra: Is Mr. Walker coming? I 

thought he never got out of work till 
late at night. 

Assip: The Principal invited him. I 
heard the conversation myself. I 
heard every word the Principal 
spoke into that phone! 

Tosy (To Tom and Joan, indicating 
ABBIB): Miss Listening Post of 1954! 
(Tom and Joan smother giggles.) 

ABBIE: Well — like father, like daugh- 
ee 

NeprA: What do you mean by that, 
Abbie? 

AsBIE (Wisely): You know what I 

mean! (NEepRA shakes her head. 

ABBIE beckons the girls into a huddle.) 

Listen to this! Helen Walker’s 

father once served a jail sentence! 








































(Topy, Tom and Joan exchange 
looks. Tony removes his handkerchief 
mask.) 

Nepra (Shocked): No! 

ABBIE: I ought to know. My father 
had to defend Mr. Walker. 

SaLLy: That’s ghastly! 

NepraA: What had Mr. Walker done? 

ABBIE (Airily): I can’t remember all 
the sordid details — (A wave of her 
hand) Disorderly conduct . . . some- 
thing like that. 

Nepra: That’s simply awful! 

Biuu (Entering with chairs): 1 think 
we've got enough chairs now, Abbie 

, —huh? (ABBIE rises, turns to BILL 
with a smile.) 

ABBIE: Why, Bill — you shouldn’t be 
doing menial work like that! (She 
goes w BILL, then turns to Tom.) 
Boy! ‘Take these chairs from Mr. 
Grant! (Tom shoots ABBIE a grim 

_ glance. He crosses, takes the chairs 
from Bi.) 

Bitt: Thanks, Tom. (Tom takes the 
chairs across the room. JOAN and 
Tosy help Tom set up the chairs.) 

Satty (7'o ABBIE): Does Bill know? 

ABBIE: He knows. 

Brit: Abbie — you didn’t blab about 
Helen Walker? 

ABBIE (7'aking BILL’s arm): It doesn’t 
matter, Bill. You know —I think 
there’s time for a coke before the 
great event. (Smiles at Britt) That 
is — if you have no other plans, Mr. 
Grant. 

Bitut: Sure. Come on. (BILL and 
ABBIE start for the door. NEDRA and 

_ SALLY sland awkwardly in the center 
of the room. Bru turns to them.) 
C’mon, gals. I’m buying! (With a 








glance at ABBIE) And there’s nothing 
private about this coke-spree! 

ABBIE (Darts BiLu a quick glance, then 
smiles sweetly at the girls): Yes — do 
join us, won’t you? 

Nepra: You bet we will! (She starts 
for the door) 

Sauiy: Gee, Bill — thanks! (She fol- 
lows NepRA to the door. Bru and 
ABBIE go out.) 

Nepra (7'0 Sautty): Cokes with the 
Class President! Our stock’s going 
up, hon! 

Sauiy: You’re so right, Miss Dawson! 
(They go out.) 

Tom: What’s all this stuff about Helen 
Walker? 

Tosy: Aw, they’re just jealous! 

Tom: But why? What are they gang- 
ing up on Helen for? 

JoAN: She’s not a bad egg, that Helen 
Walker. It wouldn’t surprise me if 
she cops that Senior Award today. 

Tom: Naw. Abbie Prentiss has got 
that prize sewed up for sure! 

Joan: I s’pose so. (She sighs.) Them 
as has — gits! And Prentiss has got 
puh-lenty! What I wouldn’t give for 
a figure like hers! (She surveys her 
own shapeless form, ruefully.) 

Tosy (Putting his hand on Joan’s 
shoulder with an old-fashioned, gal- 
lant gesture): Never mind, Joan. | 
think you’re solid! Really solid! 

Joan: That’s my trouble! (She shakes 
her head, grimly.) 

Tom: I didn’t know Helen’s father was 
a jailbird. 

Joan: Yeah .. . how about that? 

Tom: Golly, that’s serious! (Toby 
hops onto the sofa. He sits there, 
cross-legged. He puts his hands first 
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over his eyes, then over his ears, then 
over his mouth, repeating these moves 


rapidly.) 


And that crack about Helen’s 
clothes! That Prentiss is a real gone 
Lady Macbeth! We ought to pass 
the word about her. 

Tom: And how! (JoAN notices Tosy’s 
antics on the sofa. She nudges Tom.) 

Joan: What’s with the Sophomore? 

Tom (Peering at Tospy): Oh-oh, Joan. 
This boy is telegraphing . . . 

Joan: To us? 

Tom: Who else? (Tony grins. He nods. 
He repeats the gestures rapidly.) 

Tom (Snaps his fingers): I get it! 

Joan: Well, deal me in! 

Tom (Interpreting the gestures as Tosy 
continues them): Hear no evil . . 
(Tosy grins. He nods. He puts his 
hands over his eyes.) See no evil... 
(Tosy smiles, nods. He places his 
hands over his mouth.) Speak no evil. 
(Topy smiles extravagantly. He 
“shakes hands”’ above his head.) He 
doesn’t want us to spill what we 
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heard in here just now. 

Joan: O.K., chum. We’re mum! 

Tom: Just the same — the Dean sbculd 
know what kind of poison that 
Prentiss dame peddies! (Tony 
smiles ruefully, shaking his head.) 

Joan: C’mom, Tom —let’s go! I 
could use a coke, too! 

Tom: O.K. (Joan and Tom start for the 
door. Tom turns to Tosy.) I know 
it’s bad form for Juniors to be seen 
imbibing cokes with lower classmen, 
but would you care to join us at the 
coke machine? (Tosy grins appre- 
clatively and nods.) 

ON: Let’s go! (They start for the door. 
HeLpn WALKER enters. The trio 
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Tom: You’d never know it. 


Joan (Earnestly) : 


pauses. They stare at HELEN, em- 
barrassed.) 

HELEN (Smiles at them, amiably): 
Hello. I’m Helen Walker. 

Joan (Gulps): We know. 

Hexen: I heard there was some werk 
to be done here in the Dolly Madison 
Room. I hope I’m not too late tq 
help out. 

Tom (Swallowing seth We — we’ just 
finished, Miss Walker. 

Heiten (Smiles at Tom): Oh, for: 
heaven’s sake — call me Helen. (Te 
Joan) What’s your name? 

Joan: I’m Joan Miller. This is Tom 
Vernon. We’re Juniors. ; 

HELEN: I’m glad to meet you. I’ve 
seen all of you in the corridors — 
now it’s nice to know your names. 
And about time, too. (She looks at 
Tosy, inquiringly) 

Tosy: I’m Toby Colman. I’m aac’ a 
Sophomore. 

HELEN: Well, we were all a Nal 
once. Good to know you, Toby. . 

Tosy (Pleased): Likewise, I’m sure! 

Heen: Am I really too late to help 
out? 

Tom: We just finished. ; 

Joan: That — that’s a lovely dress, 
Helen. (HELEN looks at Joan, sur- 
prised. ) 

HELEN: Why — thank you, Joan. 


Tom: Joan’s dead right about that 


dress, Helen. I don’t know when 
I’ve seen a prettier outfit! ‘ 
HELEN: Now look. (She smiles, be- 
wildered) This dress happens to be 
more than three years old. ‘ 
Would 
you, Joan? 
I should say not!; t 
thought it was brand new! ’ 











Tom: I —I understand you’re one of 
the top Seniors, Helen. I mean 
grades — and all that stuff! 

Joan: Everybody in the Junior Class 
knows that, Tom! Helen Walker’s a 
straight “A” student from ‘way 
back! 

Tom (To HEetEN): Do I envy you! I 
have a tough time making a bent 
“C”’ average. 

Joan (To Tom): We’d better shove off. 

Tom: Right you are! Coming, Soph? 

Topsy: I'll be along. 

Tom: Look, Helen — whatever you 
hear — don’t believe half of it! 


I don’t understand. 

Tom: Come what may — you stand 
by your Dad! I know you will! 
You’re O.K. 

Joan (Practically hurling Tom out the 
door): Blabber-mouth! (Tom and 
JOAN go.) 

HELEN (Looking after them): Stand by 
Dad? (She turns to Topsy) What are 
they talking about? 

Tosy (Shrugging, he starts for the door) : 
Aw, they don’t know themselves. 

HELEN: Wait a minute, Toby . . 
you’ve got an honest face. Do you 
mind telling a girl the score around 
here? 

Tosy (Scratching his head): Well — 
as near as I can figure out — it’s 
nothing to nothing, their favor. 

HELEN: Whose favor? 

Tosy: I dunno. Abbie Prentiss’ favor, 
I guess. 

Heten: Abbie Prentiss? What’s she 
got to do with this? 

Tony: Nothing! Forget I mentioned 
her name, huh? 

Hexen: All right — but why was Joan 


going on like that about my dress? 

I wasn’t born yesterday, Toby. This 

dress is anything but sharp. 

Tosy: On you it looks good. 

Heien: And Tom —all that chatter 
about my grades. What does he 
mean? 

Tosy: He’s been workin’ too hard. 
(He touches his forehead sympa- 
thetically) 

Heiten: Why did Tom mention my 
father? Why shouldn’t I stand by 
Dad? I always have. I always will. 

Topsy: That’s the girl! (Turns to the 
door) And now — if you'll excuse 
me. (HELEN goes to ToBy. She takes 
his hand, and leads him back into the 
room.) 

HELEN: Please don’t go. Not just yet. 
There are a few things here that 
need clearing up — and I think you 
can help me. Will you? 

Tosy (Squirms uncomfortably): Well, 
gee .. . I dunno if I can! 

HeLen (Sitting on sofa): I think I 
need a friend. Are you willing to be 
elected? (Tony reluctantly sits be- 
side her.) Thank you, Toby. Now, 
what’s this all about? 

Tosy: Well — it’s kind of hard to ex- 


plain. 
HELEN: So I gather. 
Tony: Well . . . Prentiss was in here 


with some of her friends — Seniors. 
You know... 

Heten: I know. 

Tosy: Well, Prentiss found out who’s 
going to get that Senior Scholarship 
Award today... 

Heven: But how? That’s practically 
a state secret! 

Topsy: It doesn’t matter how! She 
found out! And it’s not her! Well — 
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ress? she’s kind of burned. Kind of? 
This She’s fryin’! 

HELEN: I can understand that. 

Tosy: It’s — it’s you! 

atter | HeLeEN (Incredulously): Me! (Topsy 
as he nods.) Why, that’s impossible, Toby! 
I never won a prize in my life! 
hard. | Topy: Well — you're going to today! 
ympa- | HeLEN: The Senior Scholarship Award! 
(Happily) I never dreamed. 

n my { Tosy: Well. . . that’s about all. (He 
id by rises.) 1 — well — (He grins, sheep- 
s will. ishly) Congratulations! (Starts to go) 
to the | HeLeN (Rises): Thank you, Toby — 
»xXcuse but wait a minute, if you don’t mind 
> takes .. . What about the rest of it? All 
nto the those other things Joan and Tom 
were talking about? 

st yet. | Tony: Hot air! Nothin’ but hot air! 
» that | HeLen: Toby — did they hear Abbie 
ik you say something — about me? (Tony 
nods, miserably.) I see. About my 
Well, clothes. That explains Joan’s com- 
pliments.. Well, it was sweet of her 
ink I] just the same. But I still don’t get 
ytobe} that chatter of Tom’s. Did Abbie 
its be-} say something else? 

Now, | Topsy: Aw, gee, Helen! She’s just 
jealous because she’s not going to get 
to ex-] the prize! 

HELEN: What about my father, Toby? 

What did they say about Dad? 
in here} Topsy (Hedging): I don’t know, Helen 
feniors.| ... (Upset) Does it really matter? 
HELEN: It matters very much to me. 

Dad’s been through such a lot! He 
t who's} musn’t be hurt more. 
larship} Topsy: Sure. After all — he’s paid his 
debt to society. (He bites his lip, 
ctically{ puts his hand quickly over his mouth.) 
HELEN: Paid his debt to — ? (Goes to 
! Shel Tosy) Toby, what are you talking 
Well—§ about? -. 
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Tosy (Unhappily): Well, gosh, Helen! 
You’ve got me on an awful spot! 
Believe me, I don’t care whether 
your Dad’s been in jail or not! 
(HELEN stares at Topsy, shocked. 
Tosy looks thoroughly miserable.) 
Now I’ve gone and put my foot in it! 
(Stamps foot furiously) Glory be, 
Helen! A man can make a mistake! 
Your Dad served his time. What’s 
past is past! 

HELEN (In a level voice): My father 
never spent an hour in jail in his life. 

Tosy: But I thought. ... 

HELEN: Dad was arrested once on a 
traffic charge. Abbie’s father knows 
all about it. But Dad was cleared. He 
was completely cleared of any blame 
at all! 

Tosy: Helen, you might as well know 
the rest. Abbie heard the Principa) 
inviting your father to come here to- 
day to see you get the prize. 

HELEN: Good! I want Dad here! It’s 
nice of the Principal to call him. 
(She stops, horrified.) Oh, Toby! 

Tosy: What’s the matter? 

HELEN: Now the whole school will be 
thinking that Dad committed a 
crime! 

Tosy: But he didn’t! 

HELEN: Just try to tell people that. 
after the gossip they’ve heard! 

Tosy: Yeah. Besides, there isn’t time. 
(Snaps fingers) I’ve got it! I'll get 
on the school’s public address sys- 
tem — you know .. . that intercom 
with the loudspeakers in every class- 
room! (Grabs mop for an imaginary 
mike) I'll open every channel! I’ll be 
just like —like a stationary Paul 
Revere! Now hear this! Now hear 
this! Helen Walker’s old man is not 





a jailbird! (Toy looks at HELEN, but 
she has turned away.) No good, huh? 
Wrong approach, maybe? Fight fire 
with fire, huh? (Grabs mop for 
another announcement) Attention! 
(Speaks very elegantly, rapping on 
the mop handle with his knuckles) 
Attention! An enormously import- 
ant announcement! No matter what 
you have heard to the contrary, 
Helen Walker’s pater has never 
been in — in-car-cerated. He was 
ex — ex-on-er-ated in —in toto! As 
a matter of fact — Mr. Walker is 
one of our leading citizens. He is all 
wool, a yard wide — and true, true 
blue! 

HELEN (Turns to Tony, tears in her 
eyes): He is! Oh, Toby! Daddy’s 
the most wonderful man in the 
world! 

Tosy (Puis mop aside): Sure. That’s 
what I said... 

Hewten: When I think what he’s been 
through these past few years — los- 
ing the business he worked a life- 
time to build up— and losing it 
through no fault of his own. 

Tony: Gee, I didn’t know that. 

HeLeN: We don’t talk about our 
troubles, Toby. Dad says when 
you’ve got a problem, the best thing 
to do is pitch right in and find the 
answer. 

Tosy: That makes sense. 

HELEN: We lost everything — our 
home — our savings — and then 
Mother died. Dad went to work to 
help me finish school. It wasn’t 
easy for a man his age to get a job — 
but he got one. He got a job as a 
night watchman. And I went to 


work, too — part time, to help out. 





Dad says an education is the most 
important thing in the world! 

Topy: He sounds O.K. Now what’s 
this traffic deal with the cops and 
Abbie’s old man? 

HeLEN: At the corner of Main and 
Elm, another driver sideswiped our 
ear. He said Dad was to blame. 
Plenty of people saw the accident. 
Dad was completely innocent — 
and they proved it! That’s all there 
was to the whole thing, Toby. At 
the time, Abbie’s father was good 
enough to stand by Dad. Now 
Abbie’s turned this into something 
awful, just to hurt me! Well — 
she’s done it. I hope she’s satisfied! 

Tosy: Don’t let it throw you, Helen. 
Sticks and stones may break your 
bones — but words should never 
hurt you! 

HELEN: One thing’s certain — they’re 
not going to hurt Dad! (Starts for 
the door) 

Tosy (Following, stops her): Hey — 
wait! What are you going to do? 
HELEN: I’m not going to accept that 

prize today! 

Tosy: Sure you are. 

Heten: I won’t let Dad come here 
with everyone believing Abbie’s 
story! I’ve got to reach Dad before 
he leaves home. 

Tosy: Helen, you can’t back out now. 
Why, this is the biggest honor you 
can get at Madison! 

Heten: They can’t make me go 
through with it. I’ll quit school 
first. . 

Tony: But you graduate in a few days, 
Helen! Aw, look, Helen, don’t let 
a few measly gossips spoil things for 
you and your Dad. 
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HELEN: Everything’s spoiled now, any- 
way. I don’t want to see any of 
them again. Not ever! I want to 
go home! (HELEN breaks for the door, 
but her exit is blocked by the rapid en- 
trance of ABBIE, SALLY and NEpRA, 
who are virtually propelled into the 
room by Tom and Joan. Bru follows 
them in. HELEN turns away, covering 
her eyes with her hand. Bru goes to 
her.) 

Brtu: Helen, it’s me. . . Bill Grant. 

HELEN: Please go away! 

Britt: We’ve got to have a little pow- 
wow with you, Helen. 

HELEN: No! (HELEN turns, ducks her 
head, runs for the door. Bru. puts his 
hands on her shoulders, restraining 
her.) 

Bitu: Shut that door, Vernon! Stand 
guard! 

Tom: Yes, sir! (Tom shuts the door. He 
and Joan stand with their backs to 
the door, their arms folded formidably. 
They glare at Aspire, SALLY and 
Nepra, who are looking most un- 
comfortable. ) 

Britt: Helen — I just found out a few 
things I don’t like. 

HELEN (Miserably): So did I. 

Bit (To Tony): Have you been talk- 
ing out of turn? 

Tosy (Quickly, seriously): Yes, sir! 

Biuu: I'll tend to you later! 

Tosy (Lowers his head, speaks in a 
small voice): Yes, sir. 

HeLten (To Bix): It’s not Toby’s 
fault. I made him tell me. (Turns 
to Apspir) Abbie, how could you? 
(ABBIE avoids HELEN’s eyes.) 

Birt: Joan and Tom told me the 
whole rotten story. I already knew 
some of it. I’m ashamed to say I 





didn’t go to bat for you right away. 

(He gives ABBIE a sour look) 

HEtEN: Why should you? 

Bru: I happen to be Class President, 
Helen. I wear this “M” on my 
sweater. Those things mean some- 
thing to me. I got to the bottom of 
this, Helen. I made a couple of 
phone calls. I think Abbie wants to 
tell you what I found out. (He turns 
to ABBIE.) Well, Abbie? 

AsBIE (Flaring): I won’t do it! I 
don’t have to say a thing! 

Tosy (Grimly, to Appre): That’s ex- 
actly what you should have said in 
the first place! Nothing! 

AsBIE (Glares at Topy): I don’t need 
any advice from you! 

Brix (Steadily): All right, Abbie .. . 
Vernon — get the Principal. Joan — 
call the Dean. (Tom and Joan start 
out.) 

Aspire: No! Wait! (Bri. signals to 
Tom. Tom and Joan resume their 
positions ai the door.) 

HE EN: Please, Bill! Don’t go on with 
this scene! It’s not that important. 
Bru: I think it is. The honor of our 
whole class is involved, Helen. The 
honor of Madison High is involved, 

too. It’s got to be cleared. 

Satiy (Stepping forward to HELEN): 
Helen, I said some ugly things about 
you today. I’m ashamed, and I’m 
sorry. I don’t expect you to accept 
my apology. I wouldn’t if I were in 
your place. I hope I’ve learned my 
lesson. 

Heten: Thank you, Sally. (Satiy 
turns away. Nepra looks at HELEN, 
embarrassed. ) 

Nepra: The same goes for me, Helen. 

I didn’t realize what a wicked thing 


gossip can be. I’m terribly sorry. I 
mean that. 

HELEN: Thank you. 

Brix: Well, Abbie? 

ABBIE (Looking at HELEN): All right! 
I said some mean things, too. I 
suppose I’m sorry. Bill says I should 
be. I take it all back. Your father 
never spent a day in jail in his life! 

B11: I talked to. Abbie’s father on the 
phone, Helen. He explained every- 
thing. I know what your Dad has 
sacrificed to keep you in Madison. 
We'll be proud to see your father 
here this afternoon. 

HELEN: Dad won’t be here, Bill, and 
neither will I. I know all about the 
prize — but I won’t accept it. 

Bitu: It’s yours, Helen—fair and 
square. That’s right, isn’t it, Abbie? 

ABBIE: Yes. Everything I said was a 
lie. I was jealous. I admit it... 

HELEN: You can have the prize, Abbie. 
I don’t want it. 

ABBIE: While we’re holding true con- 
fession hour, I may as well tell you 
that I said some vile things about 
your clothes, Helen. I’m sorry 
about that, too. (J’o Bri) Satisfied, 
Mr. Grant? 

Bru: I’m not the one who has to be 
satisfied, Abbie. 

ABBIE (Flashing a look at HELEN): All 
right, then! Are you satisfied? What 
else must I do? Crawl on my hands 
and knees? 

Tosy: That I’d like to see! 

Bru: Shut up, Colman! (Tony silently 
salutes Bruit. Bru turns to ABBIR.) 
Have you anything else to say, 
Abbie? 

HELEN (70 Bux): I don’t want Abbie’s 
apologies. I don’t want anything 





from any of you! I just want to go 
home! 

Biiu (Looks at his watch): It’s almost 
three o’clock, Helen. In five minutes 
this room will be full of people. 
Your father will be here — 

HELEN (Miserably): No! I—I can’t 
go through with it. 

Bru: In Madison’s whole history a 
year has never passed without this 
Award being given. How can we ex- 
plain it if you fail us now? 

Heien: I don’t owe you a thing — 
any of you! I didn’t ask for that 
prize! I won’t accept it! 

Bru: Then I’ll have to make an an- 
nouncement. Tell me what to say. 
HELEN: I don’t care what you say! 
Say anything you like! Say that 
Helen Walker couldn’t take it! Tell 
them there comes a time when you 
can’t lead with your chin anymore! 
Say that I tried to believe it didn’t 
matter I was poor — the poorest gir! 
in school! Tell them I pretended for 
a long time that nobody really 
noticed my clothes were old and 
shabby! Say I was fool enough to 
think it was all right I had to work 
part time — and that I honestly be- 
lieved my Dad is just as good a man 
today as when he had money and 
position! But I found out! And 
how do you think I felt? I longed 
for happiness, too. I wanted to 
join your clubs and go to the dances 
and be in the plays and have dates — 
just like the rest of you. But | 
couldn’t. I didn’t have money for all 
the extras it takes. I couldn’t afford 
a new gown for a dance — or a new 
dress for a date. Only I didn’t have 
dates. I had to work. Oh, I don’t 
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blame any of you for my troubles — 
but why do you have to make it 
tougher for me? Why spread gossip 
and lies? What have I done? What 
has my father done? Is poverty a 
crime? What happened to us could 
happen to any of you. You’re just 
lucky — that’s all! But think for a 
minute! Think, Abbie! What if 
your father lost everything tomor- 
row — everything in the world? 
Could you take it? Maybe you could! 
But J can’t! I’m through! If that’s 
what you want — you’ve got it! 
(Starts for the door) Here goes noth- 
ing! Here goes Helen Walker! 

ABBIE (Going to Heien): Helen — 
wait! 

HELEN (Tries to get past Tom at the 
door): Please let me go. (BILL signals 
Tom to stand firm. HELEN sinks into 
a chair, drops her head into her arms. 
Looks are exchanged. Apsie keeps 
watching HELEN.) 

ABBIE: Bill — 

Brtu: Well, Abbie? 

ABBIE: About that announcement — 

Bit: What about it? 

ABBIE: I’m Class Secretary, Bill. Will 
you let me make the announcement? 

Bitt: Why? 

ABBIE: I’d like to tell the truth for 
once. 

HeLEen: You needn’t bother, Abbie. 

ABBIE: Listen to me, Helen. I’ve been 
a fool. Oh, I know that’s not news 
to some people. 

Tosy: You said it! 


Aspire: I’ve hurt you, Helen. I’m 
sorry. 

HeLen: Never mind. It’s over and 
done with. 


Anpre: Not for me. You’ve made me 


more than ashamed, Helen — you’ve 
made me put myself in the other 
person’s place — in your place. And 
I feel so shabby . . . so humiliated. 

HELEN: You don’t have to parade 
your emotions for my sake, Abbie. 

ABBIE: I’m not going to. I can’t blot 
out my mistake that easily. But I 
can stand up here today and tell 
Helen Walker’s story —and that’s 
what * want to do, 

HeE.tEn: My story? 

ABBIE: I want to tell about a girl who 
reached the top of her Class by hon- 
est work and perseverance, despite 
all kinds of odds. I want to speak — 
with real pride—of a. girl who 
wasn’t ashamed to take a part time 
job to help earn her education. I 
want to mention other things, too — 
your courage and patience — the 
loneliness and unhappiness some of 
us made you suffer. And I want to 
speak of a fine gentleman who hap- 
pens to be your father, Helen. I 
want to say that we’re grateful to 
this man who has unselfishly helped 
our school to acquire the one honor 
student whose record is the highest 
in Madison history — the very high- 
est scholastic record ever to be 
achieved in this county —and in 
this state! 

Tosy (Leaps into the air): Hoo-ray! 
(Looks sheepishly at Bi.) 

ApsiE: Those are the facts, Helen. I 
happen to know. I heard the Princi- 
pal tell your father. 

HELEN (Looks away): That must have 
made Dad very happy... 

ApBIE: He’ll be here soon, Helen. 
Please don’t let him down. 








Bit: Is it O.K. now, Helen? You'll go 
through with it? 

HeEten: I — I guess so, Bill. 

Toxsy: Rah! Rah! Rah! Three cheers 
for Helen! (Jumps into the air, al- 
most landing on Briw’s toes) Beg 
pardon, sir! (Salutes, steps back, 
stumbles, nearly falls) 

Bru (Looking at his watch): Hey! It’s 
almost time! 

HELEN (At Appsir’s side): Abbie, 
thank you. 

ABBIE (Not looking at HELEN): Oh — 
I haven’t made that speech yet, 
Helen. 

HELEN (Smiles at ABBre): Indeed 
you have! And you’re not going to 
make it again! (ABBIE turns to 
HELEN.) Bill is our President, Abbie. 
Whatever speech needs making to- 
day —he’ll do the honors. But I don’t 
expect to hear a word of it, Abbie. 
I’ll be hearing your speech. And I 
don’t think Bill Grant can possibly 
be that eloquent. He’d be foolish to 
try. (HELEN glances at BiLL, who 
smiles and nods. The clock strikes 
three. JOAN takes a quick look out the 
door, turns to Bru.) 

Joan: Hey, Prexy! There’s a big mob 
out here waitin’ to get in! 

Bix: O.K., Joan. (To Joan and Tom) 
Out the other door, you two! (Joan 
and Tom scurry for the other door.) 

Tom (As he darts out): Happy landing, 
Helen! 

HeEtEN: Thanks, Tom! 

Joan (Hurrying out): Keep a stiff upper 

lip, you lovely upper classmen! 

And remember — Seniors never cry! 

(Joan and Tom are gone. Bru looks 

at Tosy and jerks his thumb toward 





























the door. Tosy nods. He offers Bi. a 
snappy salute. Then Tosy goes to 
the vase of flowers, and picks up a 
handful of jonquils. He sneezes 
violently. Holding the flowers in one 
hand, at arm’s length, and pinehing 
his nostrils with the thumb and fore- 
finger of his other hand, Tosy marches 
up to ABBIE. With a low bow, he pre- 
sents ABBIE with the flowers. When he 
speaks, he continues to hold his nose.) 


Toxsy: My compliments, madam. They 


do not do you justice — these 
daffodils — (Sneezes, and continues, 
nasally, with difficulty) 1 mean, 
jonquils! (Another tremendous sneeze) 
But, sister — you earned ’em! (As- 
BIE takes the flowers, smiles at Topsy. 
Topsy starts for the door, pauses by 
HELEN.) Helen, you don’t need any 
flowers. You’ve got a whole garden of 
posies — right here . . . (He taps his 
heart) So long, Miss Dolly Madison 
Walker! (Winks toward Madison’s 
portrait on the wall) Give the old boy 
my love! You’re doin’ him proud! 


HELEN: Bless you, Toby. I won’t for- 


get you. (HELEN gives ToBy a warm 
smile, which he returns. Completely 
flustered, Tosy turns toward the 
door. He trips over the mop. He stag- 
gers. He falls flat. Everyone laughs. 
Struggling to his feet, Tosy regards 
the mop soberly.) 


Tosy: Gosh, Matilda! I’m awful 


sorry! (He turns, grins sheepishly at 
the others.) That’s Toby Colman for 
you! What an exit! (Tosy blows 
HELEN a kiss and runs out with mop. 
BIL goes to the main door.) 


Bru: Get set, gals. Here comes the 


thundering herd! (Buu takes his 
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place by the door. Nepra and SALLY 
cross the room, and sit side by side in 
folding chairs. HELEN crosses to 
ABBIE, gives her her hand. Slowly 
the two walk to their places in the front 
row of folding chairs. Bri. throws 





open the door, speaks toward corridor.) 

Good afternoon, folks! In behalf of 

the Senior Class of Madison High, 

welcome! Won’t you please come in? 

(Smiling genially, he steps back) 
THE END 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Sricks AND SToNEs 

Characters: 3 male; 5 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern everyday dress. At rise, 
ee has a dustcloth wound around his 
head. Bill wears a sweater with a large 

» “M” on it. Helen should be dressed very 
simply. 

Properties: Record, record albums, mop, 
folding chairs, two vases (one containing 
paees ), handkerchief for Toby, watch for 

Setting: A pleasantly decorated room. There 
are two doors, one at right and one at left. 
On the upstage wall are portraits of James 
and Dolly Madison. There are a few pieces 
of furniture in the room — a sofa, two or 
three arm chairs, some low tables, lamps a 
waste basket, bookcases filled with books, 
and a phonograph cabinet. 

Lighting: No special effects. 








The Rented Tux 


by John Murray 


Characters 
Dap, Jim Drayton 
Moruer, Ellen Dayton 
Bos, their son 
Berry, their daughter 
Tom Granam, Bob’s friend 
Ea, the maid 
Mrs. APPLETON, a visitor 
Mr. Carson, Jim Dayton’s employer 

Time: Early evening. 

Sertine: Living room in the Dayton 
house. 

At Rise: Bos nervously paces the living 
room floor. He glances at his wrist 
watch, rubs his head and starts strik- 
ing his fist against the palm of his 
hand. Door on right opens and Tom 
GRAHAM enters. 

Tom: Hey! What gives? You’re not 
ready for the party yet! 

Bos (Glumly): You don’t have to re- 
mind me, Tom. Betty hasn’t 
brought my tux back from the 
tailor’s yet. 

Tom: The tailor’s! I thought you 
rented a tux at that full-dress suit 
store, Bob. 

Bos: I did—but it got pretty 
wrinkled in the box. Betty was 
driving down town and I asked her 
to get it pressed for me. 

Tom: Gee! (He waves his hands help- 
lessly.) Here we’re going to the 
biggest school dance of the year and 
you send your tux to the tailor’s a 
half hour before we’re supposed to 

call for our dates. 





Bos: What could I do? Mom couldn’t 
press the suit. She’s helping Dad 
look for some papers he lost and 
Betty — well, I’d never ask her to 
press my suit. You should have seen 
the job she did the last time! My 
pants were creased on the sides! 

Tom: I hope she gets back soon. 

Bos: So do I! 

Tom (Grinning): Gee! I bet we’ll have 
a swell time at the dance. 

Bos: Yeah, if we ever get there! 

Tom: Don’t say that. 

Bos: Well, I thought Betty’d be back 
a long time ago. I should have 
known better than to trust her. 
(Tom struts around stage.) 

Tom: How do you like my new tux? 

Bos: It’s keen! 

Tom: My dad bought it for my birth- 
day. 

Bos (Unhappily): 1 asked Dad for one, 
too, but he said I had to wait until 
business picks up. (Bos kicks at an 
imaginary speck of dust on the floor.) 
I’d give anything for a new tuxedo! 

Tom: Yeah, those rented jobs are 
pretty rough. 

Bos: Don’t rub it in. But I guess it’ll 
just have to do. 

Tom (Slapping Bos on_ shoulder): 
Don’t stand around wasting time. 
Why don’t you go upstairs and 
change your shirt and get slicked 
up? Then all you’ll have to do when 

Betty comes home is jump into the 

tux. 
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Bos: That’s a good idea. C’mon! 
(They exit upstage center. In a mo- 
ment, Dap enters upstage center. 
It is obvious that he is greatly agi- 
tated, and his hair is mussed. Breath- 
ing heavily, he quickly searches through 
a bunch of old clothes on the chair at 
right of upstage center. One of the 
dresses falls to the floor. Not bother- 
ing to pick it up, he storms to left and 
begins searching the bookcase. Several 
of the books are dropped and giving up 
the search, he hurls another book to 
the floor.) 

Dap (Loudly): Why can’t I ever find 
anything in this house! (MorHer 
enters upstage center. She notices the 
confusion of the room and sadly 
shakes her head.) 

Moruer: If you’ll only have patience 
Jim, I’m sure we’ll find the contract. 

Dap: Patience! How much patience 
can a man have, Ellen? 

Moruer: I'll help you look for it. 
We'll find it. 

Dap: But when? Don’t you realize 
that Mr. Carson will be here in a 
little while to pick up the contract? 
He entrusted it to my care. And I 
lost it! 

Moruer (Helpfully): We'll find it! 

Dap: Oh, I don’t know where to look. 
Nothing belongs to me any more. 
Bob is always borrowing my things 
and Betty, my own daughter, even 
wears my shirts! 

Moruer (Laughing): Oh, she doesn’t 
take them all. She only likes the 
ones with the long shirt tails! 

Dap: Well, ll never buy one with 
long shirt tails again. 

Moruer (Seriously): Why is this old 
contract so important, anyway? 


Can’t you take it to the office to- 
morrow morning? Why does Mr. 
Carson have to pick it up tonight? 

Dap (Triumphantly): You see! I knew 
you weren’t paying any attention to 
me at dinner tonight. 

Moruer: I was listening to Bob talking 
about the prom. 

Dap: Oh, yes; the prom is mcre im- 
portant than our livelihood. (Pa- 
tiently) I told you that Mr. Carson 
was going out of town tonight and 
that he needed the contract to close 
our transaction. Without the papers, 
the deal might fall through. Our 
client might change his mind! 

Moruer: Oh! 

Dap (Loudly): But where’s the con- 
tract? (He slaps his forehead.) Mr. 
Carson gave it to me a week ago, 
and I know I brought it home. 

Moruer: Where did you put it? 

Dap: Oh, Ellen; would I be looking for 
it if I knew that? 

Moruer: Well, you can’t very well 
blame the children for losing it. 

Dap: I don’t care who lost it. I have 
to find it — and find it fast! Mr. 
Carson is going to stop for it on his 
way to the airport. And his plane 
takes off in forty minutes! 

Moruer: Let’s go upstairs and search. 

Dap: I’ve already searched. 

Moruer (Smiling): I can imagine how 
you searched. Come on upstairs. 
We'll find it. 

Dap: Oh, all right. (They exit upstage 
center. Berry enters right, carrying 
Bop’s rented tuxedo. She places it on 
the chair at right on top of the bundle 
of old clothing. She removes her hat 
and gloves and places them on an- 
other chair.) 


Berry (Calling): Where is everybody? 
(She walks around the room and 
notices the books on the floor.) Oh! 
Oh! There’s always something hap- 
pening in this house! 

Moruer (Calling from hall): Is that 

you, Betty? 


Berry: I’m in the living room, 
Mother. (MornHer enters upstage 
center.) 


Moruer: Oh, dear! Such an evening! 
‘Between high school dances and 
missing contracts, I’m having a 
terrible time of it. 
Berry: Is Dad on the rampage again? 
Moruer: I'll say he is. Some very 
important papers are missing and he 
has to have them in a little while. 
Berry: Oh, dear! I suppose he ac- 
cused me of taking them. 
Moruer: Well, not in so many words, 
but in the future I think it’d be 
‘better if you left your father’s 
shirts alone. 
Berry: Oh, that! We’re not wearing 
men’s shirts any more. 
Morir (Relieved): Thank goodness! 
Berry: No, the latest fad is to wear a 
‘man’s tie as a waist sash. 
Moruer (Depressed) : Oh. 
Betty: This room looks as though it’s 
been hit by a cyclone. 
Moruer: Yes, but we don’t have time 
.to straighten up now. You must 
help me look for the contract. 
Berry: O.K. (Brightening) By the 


- way, I met Mrs. Appleton down 
town. She told me she was going to 
drop in this evening. 

Moruer: Oh, yes; I’m expecting her. 
I have a few things ready for the 
charity drive. 

Well, let’s get after those 


Betty: 





papers before Dad gets really angry! 

(Bemy and MovrHer exit upstage 
center. A doorbell rings and voices 
are heard off-stage. Ea enters up- 
stage center, escorting Mrs. APPLE- 
TON, a stately woman who imme- 
diately casts a look of disapproval at 
the disarranged books. She casually 
rubs her finger against a table as 
though examining it for dust, and 
then smiles at ELLA.) 

Mrs. AppLeton (Haughtily): I think 
Mrs. Dayton is expecting me. 

Evia (Lazily): Yes’m. I know she 
mentioned your name at dinner, 
Mrs. Appleton. 

Mrs. ApPLeTon (Confidentially): What 
did she say, Ella? 

Exiua: I’d rather not mention that, 
ma’am. 

Mrs. AppLeToN: Well! I’m _ here 
purely for business reasons. That’s 
why I used the side entrance. (She 
struts proudly.) As you know, I’m 
the Chairman for the Needy Chil- 
dren of Europe Clothing Drive and 
Mrs. Dayton was kind enough to 
allocate some things for the cause. 
If you'll call Mrs. Dayton, I’ll get 
the clothes. 

Exia (Pointing to clothes on chair): 
She’s already got them out. We 
sorted through the things today. 

Mrs. AppLeron: Oh, how nice! I'll 
just pick them up. (She walks to 
chair and gathers the bundle of 
clothes. She sees the dress on the 
floor that Dav has dropped, throws it 

on top of the heap, and picks up the 

clothes.) This is such a generous 
offering. I’m sure the children of 

Europe will appreciate it! (ELLA 

closely studies Mrs. APPLETON.) 
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ELtA: Yes’m. I hope the clothes fit 
the needy children better than some 
things I see folks wearing in this 
town! (She stares hard at Mrs. 
APPLETON’s dress.) 

Mrs. APPLETON (Laughing uncomfort- 
ably): Oh, Ella; you have such a 
sense of humor! 

Etta (Yawning): Yes’m. In this 
house, you have to have a sense of 
humor. 

Mrs. APPLETON: Well, you needn’t 
bother Mrs. Dayton. You can tell 
her I picked up the clothes. And I’ll 
find my way out. 

ELia: Yes’m. (She exits upstage center.) 

Mrs. APPLETON (Shaking head): Im- 
possible girl! (Again, she rubs her 
finger on the table and clucks dis- 
tastefully. She exits right. Bos and 
Tom return through upstage center 
arch. Bos is now dressed in a long 
bathrobe. His hair has been neatly 
combed, but he continues to pace 
nervously. 

Bos: Oh, where is Betty? 

Tom: We’re going to be late. 

Bos: Don’t I know it? And Esmeralda 
will never forgive me. 

Tom (Sighing): Esmeralda! That’s a 
pretty name. 

Bos: Hey! Don’t go sweet on Es- 
meralda. She’s my gir!! 

Tom: Aw, who wants her, anyway? 
I’ve got my Imogene. And in a little 
while I’ll be dancing with her. (He 
waltzes around stage and almost 
trips.) 

Bos: You can have her. 

Tom (Offended): What’s the matter 
with Imogene? 

Bos: I haven’t time to tell you now. 

It would take too long. 





Tom: Aw, Bob! (Footsteps are heard 
offstage and Moruer and Berry 
enter.) 

Moruer: Oh, dear. I don’t know 
where to look next for those papers. 

Berry: They could be any one of a 
hundred places if I know Dad. 

Bos (Anwiously): Betty! Did you get 
my suit? 

Berry: Of course I got it. And the 
next time, run your own errands. 
It took me hours to find a parking 
place. 

Bos: Never mind that now. Where’s 
the suit? 

Berry: Why, I left it right there on the 
chair. (She turns around, points to 
the chair on right, and sees that the 
bundle of clothes is gone.) 

Bos: Where is it now? 

Berry: I—I don’t know. 
right there. 

Bos: Holy smoke! 

Moruer: Don’t get excited children, 
Ella must have seen it and ont it in 
your room, Bob. 

Bos: But I was just in my room. 

Morner: Well, we'll find it right away. 

Bos: Yes, just like Dad’s contract. 

Betty: Something’s always missing in 
this house. 

Bos (Angrily): Yeah, ‘and I know 
someone who’s missing some brains. 

Berry: Fresh! 

Tom (Imploringly) : Get your tux, Bob! 

Bos: I don’t know where it is. 

Tom: It has to be here someplace. 

Moruer: Oh, never mind. Stop géet- 
ting excited. I'll call Ella. She'll 
find it. (Morner sieps to upstage 
center exit and calls loudly) Eli! 
Ella! (She returns to group on stage.) 

Now, we'll find the tuxedo. at 


I left it 








Bos: I have my doubts about that. I 
should have known better than to 
give Betty the tux in the first place. 

Berry (Laughing): Cheer up! If the 
tux is lost, I’ll let you wear my new 
spring formal. You’ll look cute in 
that. 

Bos (Sarcastically): Wise guy! (ELLA 
enters. Her hands and face are 
smeared with flour and a wisp of hair 
hangs over her forehead.) 

Exxa: Did you call, ma’am? 

Moruer: Oh yes, Ella. I’m looking for 
Bob’s tuxedo. 

Euxa: Well, don’t look at me, ma’am. 
I’m not wearing it. 

Moruer (Patiently): 1 know that, 
Ella. But I thought you might have 
seen it. 

E.xa: Not me, ma’am. I’ve been too 
busy baking cake to notice any- 
thing. 

Berry: I can see that, Ella. You’ve 
got most of it on your hands and 
face. (Bos beats his hands impa- 
tiently at his sides.) 

Bos: Where’s my tux? It’s gotta be 
some place. (He walks to Berry and 
speaks slowly.) Look, beautiful; try 
to remember. Now don’t strain 
yourself, but re-enact what you did 
when you first came home with my 
suit. 

Berry: I —I didn’t do anything.. I 
just came in and heard that Dad 
was fussing about his contract. Then 
I put the tux on the chair and — 

Bos (Suddenly): What chair? 

Berry: That chair. Right there. (She 
points to chair at right.) 

Bos: And I suppose the tux just got up 
and walked to the dance itself! 

Berry: Oh, Bob; you sound just like 


those hammy detectives on TY. 
(Bos turns imploringly to MoruEr.) 

Bos: Gee, Ma; you gotta help me. I’m 
late for my date already. And I 
can’t go like this. (He waves the hem 
of his bathrobe.) 

Moruer: No, I can understand that. 

Eiua (Suddenly): Maybe Mrs. Apple- 
ton took it. 

Bos: Took what? 

Evxa: You’re talking about a tuxedo, 
aren’t you? 

Bos: Yes, but what are you talking 
about? 

Euuia: Well, Mrs. Appleton was here 
to get some clothes for the Needy 
Children of Europe and she took a 
bundle away. 

Moruer: I don’t think that a tuxedo 
would be very appropriate for the 
Needy Children of Europe. 

ELLA: It was just a suggestion, ma’am. 
I heard you mention something 
about the clothes on that chair and 
I thought I’d help. (Slowly everyone 
turns towards the chair and then all 
eyes fall upon Berry.) 

Bos: Oh, no! 

Moruer: Betty! How could you? 

Tom: Gee whiz! (Berry moves nerv- 
ously to upstage center exit.) 

Berry: Now, wait a minute every- 
body. Don’t look at me like that. 
How did I know those clothes were 
going to Europe? (Bos shakes his 
head in vexation.) 

Bos: I’m supposed to be at the dance 
now, and my tux is probably half 
way across the Atlantic Ocean. 

Tom: Cheer up, Bob; I don’t think 
Mrs. Appleton would send it that 
fast. Maybe the tux is only in New 
York by now. 
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Bos (Sarcastically): Thanks for the 
encouragement! (Bos turns to 
MorHer.) What can I do, Mom? 
(ELLA, sensing the impending crisis, 
exits upstage center.) 

MorHerR: If everyone would stop 
shouting, I’d probably be able to 
think. (Brightly) We can always 
telephone Mrs. Appleton. 

Bos: But she may not be home! She 
might be collecting things at other 
houses. And I should be at the dance 
right now! I haven’t time to call her. 

MoruEeR: Calm down, Bob; you’re 
just like your father. (Helpfully) 
Couldn’t you wear one of your regu- 
lar suits to the dance? 

Bos: My regular suit? To a formal 
prom? Aw, please Mom! 

Berry: No, he has to wear a tuxedo, 


’ Mother. He looks bad enough as it 


is without wearing one of those 
baggy suits of his. 

MorHER: Betty, you’re not helping 
the situation. (Taps her finger 
against her chin) I think I have the 
perfect solution! 

Bos: What is it, Mom? 

Tom: Yes, Mrs. Dayton, what is it? 

Moruer: I’m going to call Mrs. Apple- 
ton and try to locate the suit. 

Bos (Pleading): I told you, I haven’t 
time for that, Mom! 

MoruEr: Oh, you don’t have to stay 
home until I contact her. You can 
go right ahead to the dance! 

Bos: Gee, Mom; I don’t understand. 

Tom: Yeah, Mrs. Dayton. You can’t 
expect Bob to go to the prom in his 
B.V.D.’s. 

Moruer: Of course not. Listen, 
children; I think this will work. I’m 





going to get busy on the telephone 


right away and get Mrs. Appleton. 

If I can’t find her at home, I’ll try a 

few places I know where she might 

stop for donations. After I get her, 

I’ll ask her to drop the tuxedo off at 

the school and you can change there, 

quickly. 

Bos: I still don’t see how I can go to 
the prom unless I disguise myself as 
Mahatma Gandhi! 

Moruer (Smiling): You don’t have to 
do that. You can wear a nice, dark, 
business suit to the prom until Mrs. 
Appleton arrives with your tuxedo. 

Bos (Brightly): Gee, Mom; that’s 
swell. (His face falls.) But I don’t 
own a nice, dark, business suit! 

Moruer: No. But your father does. 

Bos: What! 

Moruer: I’m sure your father won’t 
mind if you wear his blue serge suit. 
It’s neatly pressed and he hasn’t 
worn it in a week. 

Berry: That suit of Dad’s will fit Bob 
like a tent! 

Bos (Imploringly): Betty’s right. I 
can’t wear that suit, Mom! It’s 
about four sizes too big for me. 

Moruer: It doesn’t matter, Bob. You 
can wear your coat over it and then in 
a little while you’ll have your tuxedo. 

Bos: Well, I don’t know... 

Moruer: It’s the best thing to do. 
Now, hurry upstairs and get the suit. 

Bos: But what about Dad? He’s going 
to be mad. 

Moruer: Leave your father to me. 

Bos: Gee, Mom; you’re swell! 

Tom: For cryin’ out loud, Bob! Get a 
move on. The girls won’t wait for us 
forever. (Tom gives Bos a slight 
shove toward upstage center exit and 

they both leave.) 





Moruer: Well, that’s one problem 
settled, at least. 

Berry: And now, how are we going to 
find Dad’s missing contract? 

Moruer: Oh, dear; I’d forgotten all 
about that. 

Berry: Well, Dad hasn’t forgotten. 
And in another minute he’ll be 
storming through here like a wild 
buffalo. 

Moruer (Gesturing): Keep looking 
around, Betty. I have to go out and 
try to call Mrs. Appleton. (Ezits up- 
stage center. Burry glances around 
room, shrugs her shoulders and begins 
to search for the papers. She lifts a 
cushion from a chair, looks under 
sofa and goes to examine bookcase. 
She sees books on floor and grimaces.) 

Berry: No. Dad’s looked there al- 
ready. (She is about to search under 
another cushion but Dapd enters up- 
stage center. His hair is mussed, his 
shirt is hanging out and there is a 
smudge of soot on his face.) Dad! 
What happened to you? 

Dap (Sweetly): Oh, nothing. I was 
just looking up the chimney flue in 
the basement. 

Berry: But why? 

Dav (Exploding): 1 was looking for 
my contract! 

Berty: Well, you wouldn’t expect to 
find it in the chimney. 

Dap: I never know where to expect to 
find anything in this house. 

Berry: Everyone is doing his best to 
help you find those papers. 

Dap: Yes, and everyone did his best to 

help me lose them! (He glances at 

watch and groans) Oh, no! Mr. 


Carson will be here in a few minutes. 
What’ll I tell him? 
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Betty: Oh, tell him you'll have the 
papers for him some other time. 

Dap: That would be nice. Your old 
father would suddenly join the ranks 
of the unemployed. If Mr. Carson 
loses this assignment, I might as well 
survey the nearest street corner for a 
nice, profitable apple stand. (MorHer 
enters happily.) 

Moruer: Well, that’s settled. I found 
Mrs. Appleton over at the Smith's 
and, sure enough, the tuxedo was in 
her car. She’s going to drop it off at 
the school for Bob. She’s only two 
blocks from the school now. 

Dap: Why didn’t you ask her if she 
had my contract? 

Moruer: Why would Mrs. Appleton 
have your contract? 

Dap: Well, I don’t know— but a 
miracle better happen soon or I’ll be 
looking for another job. (More in- 
terested) What’s all this about Bob’s 
suit and the prom? 

Moruer: Mrs. Appleton took his suit 
away by mistake and she’s going to 
leave it at the school so that he can 
pick it up. In the meantime, he’s 
going to wear the blue serge suit un- 
til he gets the tuxedo. 

Dap: Well, that’s all right. If he— 
(He stares at Moruer accusingly.) 
What blue serge suit? 

MoruHer (Casually): Why, yours, of 
course. 

Dap: What! 

Moruer: Well, | knew you wouldn't 
mind and he’ll only be wearing it for 
a little while. 

Dap: Not my suit! 

Moruer: Oh, Jim! 

Dap: It’s the best one I own. 

Moruer: He won’t ruin it. 
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Dap: Knowing Bob, I have my doubts 


about that. 

Moruer: He’s already upstairs chang- 
ing, so there’s little we can do about 
it now. 

Dap (To himself): I’ve lost my job and 
now they’re taking my clothes! Oh, 
why didn’t I remain a nice, happy 
bachelor? 

Morner (Smiling): Because you 
wouldn’t change places with any 
other man in the world. 

Dap: Don’t tempt me, lady. (The door- 
bell rings. Dav runs around the 
stage.) That’s him. That’s Mr. 
Carson! Oh, what can I do? What 
can I tell him? (He turns to Berry.) 
You answer the door. Tell him I 
have the mumps. Tell him I’ve been 
drafted. Tell him anything — but 
don’t let him see me! 

MorueEr: Now, Jim; stop all this non- 
sense. You’re going to answer the 
door yourself and speak to Mr. 
Carson. 

Dav: No! (Moruer nudges him to the 
door.) 

Moruer: Go ahead, Jim. Answer the 
door. (Dap gives a pathetic swallow 
and opens the door. Mr. Carson 
enters, carrying a small suitcase. He 
steps lively and it is evident that he is 
in quite a hurry.) 

Mr. Carson: Ah, Dayton. There you 
are. Do you have the papers? 


(Stares at Dan’s soot-begrimed face) 

Dav (Swaliowing hard): It’s a lovely 
night, isn’t it? 

Mr. Carson (Impatiently): Yes, yes. 
How about the papers — (Dap in- 
lerrupts him by turning and pointing 
at Moruer and Berry.) 
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Dap: I don’t believe you’ve ever met 
my family, Mr. Carson. 

Mr. Carson (Nodding brusquely): 
Charmed, I’m sure. Now, about the 
papers — 

Dav (Quickly): Is there something I 
can get for you? A little coffee —a 
cigar — anything. 

Mr. Carson (With a strange look): 
Nothing. No thank you. Nothing. 
(Quickly) Now about those papers — 

Berry (Stepping forward, anxious to 
help Dav out grabs the suitcase, to 
Mr. Carson’s surprise, and ushers 
him to a chair): You look terribly 
tired, Mr. Carson. Please sit down. 

Mr. Carson: I don’t want to sit 
down. I want — (Berry gives him a 
gentle shove and he lands on the sofa. 
He makes a futile attempt to retrieve 
his suitcase, but she side steps and 
holds it away from him.) 

Betty: You’ll feel much better after 
you’ve rested. 

Mr. Carson (Pleading): I don’t want 
to sit down. (He entreats Dap.) 
Dayton, can’t you give me the 
papers and let me get to the airport? 
Please, please give me the papers. 

Dap (Surprised): Oh, yes; the papers. 
Of course, the papers. (Quickly, he 
turns to Moruer) Will you look in 
the refrigerator, Ellen? (Mr. Car- 
SON stares in surprise.) 

Mr. Carson: What! You don’t keep 
your papers in the refrigerator! 

Dap: Oh, no. Of course not. I mean, 
that is —I want to see if we have 
some refreshments in the refrigera- 
tor. We can’t send you away hungry. 

Mr. Carson: I don’t want anything 
to eat. I only want the papers! 

Moruer (Quickly): Vll see what I can 








serve Mr. Carson. (She exits hur- 
riedly through upstage center arch. 
Dap looks innocently at Mr. CARSON 
who shrewdly regards his host.) 

Mr. Carson: See here, Dayton; if 
you're trying to hide anything from 
me — 

Dap: Hide? Heh! Heh! Why should I 
try to hide anything? 

Mr. Carson: Something very strange 
is going on around here. Something 
— (In the meantime, Berry walks 
quickly to a box on the table and 
chooses a cigar. She offers it to Mr. 
Carson, waving it before his face.) 

vy: Have a cigar, Mr. Carson. 

Mr. Carson: I never smoke, young 
lady. (Berry puts tt in his suit 
pocket.) 

Berry: Well, take it with you, any- 
way. (Mr. Carson turns to Dap.) 
Mr. Carson (Slowly, bitterly): Your 
daughter is a very hospitable young 

lady. 

Dap: Just a chip off the old block. 

Mr. Carson: Yes, I can see that! 
(Moruer returns, carrying a tray 
with a glass of milk and a piece of 
cake. She places it on the table beside 
Mr. Carson’s chair.) 

Moruer: There! I'm sure you'll feel 
better after a nice piece of cake. 

Mr. Carison (Quickly): I’m not hun- 
gry. 

Moruer: Oh, but you must be. 

Mr. Carson (Picking up cake plate): I 
know it’s useless to refuse anything 
in this house. (He begins to eat the 
cake.) But when I’m finished, I want 
those papers! (He waves the fork 
menacingly at Dap, who swallows 
hard. A sudden commotion is heard 
in the hall. Tom enters slowly.) 


Moruer: Oh, Tom. Is Bob ready for 
the dance? 

Tom: Yes, he’s all ready, but it’ll take 
him a little while to get down the 
stairs. His legs keep gettin’ tangled 
in those long pants. (A loud crash is 
heard in the hall.) Well, he’s down 
the stairs now, all right. (BoB en- 
ters. His hands are lost in the length 
of the coat sleeves and the trousers 
cover his shoes. He grips top of trous- 
ers tightly in his hand and the coat 
hangs awkwardly off his shoulders.) 

Bos (Sheepishly): Hello, everybody! 

Moruer: Oh, Bob! How nice you 
look! (Dap closes his eyes tightly and 
shakes his head. Then, he takes 
Bos’s arm and ushers him to Mr. 
Carson’s chair.) 

Dap: Mr. Carson; I’d like you to meet 
my son, Bob. (Mr. Carson looks 
at Bos in utter dismay. Bos smiles 
weakly, extends his hand to greet Mr. 
Carson but then, as his trousers start 
to slip, he quickly grabs them again.) 

Mr. Carson (Slowly): This is your 
son? 

Dap (Swallowing hard): My son. 

Moruer (Quickly): Bob had a little 
accident with his tuxedo and he had 
to borrow one of his father’s suits 
temporarily. 

Mr. Carson (Still carefully studying 
Bos): Oh, I see. (Mr. Carson 
shakes his head in disbelief.) 

Moruer: And now, Mr. Carson, if 
there’s anything else you’d like, just 
mention it. 

Mr. Carson (Slowly): All I want is 
the papers. 

Moruer: Oh, yes — the papers. 

Mr. Carson: And I don’t want a cigar 
or a piece of cake or anything else. 
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(Loudly) I want those contract 
papers! (He stares at Berry.) And I 
want my suitcase, young lady. (He 
makes a sudden grab at the suitcase 
and he gets it out of Brerry’s hand. 
The suitcase suddenly opens and his 
belongings — shirts, ties, socks, un- 
derwear — spill out on the floor.) 

Betty: Oh! 

MorueEr: Goodness! 

Mr. Carson (Almost crying): Oh, no! 
This can’t be happening to me! 
(Everyone rushes to secure Mr. 
Carson’s lost belongings. Only Bos 
stands still, clutching his trousers. 
The clothes are finally replaced in the 
suitcase. Mr. Carson caresses tt 
tenderly.) 

MorHEerR (Whispering, soberly): And 
Jim; I don’t think we should detain 
Mr. Carson any longer. 

Dap (Whispering): Have you lost your 
mind, Ellen? What can I do about 
the papers? 

Mr. Carson (Loudly): What did you 
say, Dayton? 

Dap: Er — er — I said I’m sure we'll 
have rain before morning. (Mr. 
Carson sadly shakes his head. 
Moruer steps forward.) ) 

Moruer: Mr. Carson, I’m terribly 
sorry for how foolishly we’ve all be- 
haved. There’s something I think 


you should know—now. (Dap 
grasps her arm.) 

Dap: Ellen! Please! Let me handle 
this! 


Moruer (Turning): No, Jim. There’s 
no sense in wasting any more of Mr. 
Carson’s time. If he knows the truth 
about the contract papers, he might 
be able to make some other arrange- 
ments. 


Dap (Reluctantly): Well, I guess you’re 
right. (He faces Mr. Carson.) Mr. 
Carson — about those papers — 

Mr. Carson: Yes? (Suddenly Tom 
starts giggling. He points to Bos and 
he continues laughing.) 

Bos (Offended): What’s so funny? 

Tom: I just realized how silly you look 
in that coat. 

Bos: Oh, I do, do I? 

Tom: Sure! You’re bulging all over! 

Bos: Another crack like that, and 
you'll be bulging all over! 

Tom (Seriously): No, Bob, I mean it. 
Can’t you adjust that coat so it’ll fit 
you a little better? Let me help you. 
(He attempts to straighten the coat 
collar. He adjusts the sleeves and 
smoothes down the coat front.) 

Tom: Hey! What’s this? What have 
you got in the top pocket, anyway, 
your lunch? 

Bos: Huh? I didn’t put anything 
there. (Bos unbutions coat and feels 
inside top pocket.) What’s this? 
(He withdraws a heavy packet of 
papers.) 

Dap (Anziously): Let me take a look 
at that. (He takes the rubber band off 
the papers and his hands shake.) It’s 
— it’s the contract! 

Moruer: The contract! 

Betty: Bob found the contract! 

Dap (To Bos): Oh, you don’t know 
what this means. You’re a wonder- 
ful boy! 

Bos: I — I am? 

Mr. Carson: I don’t know what this 
is all about, but if I may have the 
contract, I’ll be getting to the airport. 

Dav (Chuckling): Here it is, Mr. 

Carson. All signed, sealed and de- 

livered. 





Mr. Carson: You wanted to tell me 
something, Dayton. You started to 
say something before. 

Dap: I did? Oh, well, forget it. You’d 


never understand! (Mr. Carson 
picking up suitcase, walks to door on 
right.) 

Mr. Carson: I’m very glad to have 
met your family, Dayton. (He turns 
to Moruer.) And I want to thank 
you for a most — unusual evening. 
Good night. (Mr. Carson exits 
right. Dap wipes his brow and sinks 
wearily into sofa.) 

Dap: Oh, that was a close one! I hope 
I don’t have any more experiences 
like that. (Moruer begins tapping 
her foot.) 

Moruer: Jim! You were wearing that 
suit the day Mr. Carson gave you 
the contract. 

Dap (Sheepishly): I suppose I was. 

Moruer: You know very well you 
were. And you left the papers in 
that inside pocket yourself. 

Dap: Allright, Ellen. Imadea mistake. 

Moruer: And you accused everyone 
in this family of losing the contract. 

Dap: I’m sorry! What else can I say? 

Moruer: I think this calls for a new 
hat. 

Dap (Smiling): O.K., Ellen, you just 
got yourself one. (He rises and pats 
Bos affectionately on the shoulders.) 








The real praise goes to Bob and Tom. 
If we didn’t have that tuxedo busi- 
ness, we might never have found 
those papers. Thanks a lot, boys. 

Bos: That’s O.K., Dad. 

Dap: This contract means a lot to me. 
I think that when the agreement is 
finally signed, I might possibly be 
able to afford that new tuxedo you 
talked about, Bob. 

Bos (Excitedly) : Do you really mean it? 

Dap: A Dayton never goes back on his 
word! 

Bos: Oh, boy! (He turns to Tom) Did 
you hear that? Now, I’ll have a new 
tux. 

Tom: And if we don’t get to that dance 
soon, you'll have a new girl, too! 
(Bos and Tom walk to right exit. 
Tom opens the door and gently nudges 
Bos.) 

Dap (Smiling): I’m proud of my 
family. It always comes through in 
a pinch. (He nods to Bos.) You're 
a true Dayton, Son. Always keep a 
firm grip on the situation! (Bos 
smiles. With his free hand, he hitches 
up his trousers.) 

Bos (Smiling): That’s right, Dad. 
But now, I have to worry about 
keeping a firm grip on these pants! 
(Bos and Tom exit right. Berry, 
Dap and Moruer laugh heartily. 
Curtain.) THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Rentep Tux 

Characters: 4 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday dress. When Bob first 
apeeen he wears a sweater and an old pair 
of trousers. He later wears a bathrobe, and 
finally puts on a dark suit many times too 
big for him. Tom is dressed in a tuxedo. 
Mr. Carson is dressed fastidiously in a suit, 
hat and gloves. 

Properties: Bundle of old clothes, a tuxedo, 
suitcase, tray, glass of milk, piece of cake, 
cigar, contract, clothes for suitcase. 
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Setting: The living room in the Dayton house. 
Upstage right is door leading to street. Up- 
stage center is arch leading to other rooms 
of the house. A chair loaded with a pile of 
old clothes stands to right of upstage center 
exit. To left is a long bookcase filled with 
books. The room is furnished attractively 
with chairs, a sofa, tables, lamps and rugs. 
Special neatness is not featured in set and 
the room gives the appearance of having 
been “lived in.” 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Two 


Middle Grades 








A Hat for Mother 


by Marguerite Kreger Phillips 


Characters 
Mrs. Roger LANGLEY, mother 
JILL, teen-ager 
BONNIE, age 12 


Lots - 
pay } twins, age 10 
Cinpy, age 8. 


Time: Late one afternoon in May. 

Sertine: The Langley living room. 

At Rise: Lois and Lowa are rushing 
about putting the finishing touches to 
the room. Lots has a gay scarf tied 
around her hair and she stops pushing 
the dust mop about every foot or two to 
adjust the scarf. Lowa is swinging a 
dustcloth in and out of the chair rungs. 

Lota: Why don’t you take that rag off 
your head, Lois? You stop every 
half second to tie it. How can you 
get the dusting done? 

Lois: You just tend to your part of the 
work, Lola, and I'll take care of 
mine. Mother will be home from the 
office before we’re ready if we don’t 
hurry up. 

Lota: She can’t do that. Jill has to get 
here with the hat. 

Lois (Stops pushing the mop and leans 
on it gazing into space): Oh! I hope 
Mother will like it. 

Lota (Startled): Why shouldn’t she like 
it? We put enough things together 
and Jill is doing the trimming. 

Lois: That’s just it. Did we put too 
many things together? 

Lota (Blustering): We did the best we 
could with what money we had. 


Lots: I’m just hoping the rayon I gave 
Jill for the crown will be enough. 
Lota: Now you have me worrying. I 
dyed that blue ribbon myself, but I 
followed the directions my art 

teacher gave me. 

Lois (Reassuring herself as well as 
Loxa): Jill passed judgment on 
everything we contributed and her 
Home Ec teacher considers her an 
“A” student, a judge of what is good 
style even if she is only fourteen. 
Now, empty that waste basket and 
stop making me nervous about 
Mother’s hat. It’s just got to turn 
out beautiful! 

Lota (As she gets the basket from up- 
stage): If you’re finished with the 
mop, why don’t you put it away. 
(Begins dusting again.) By the way, 
what about supper? 

Lots: It has to be warmed up. We 
want to give Mother her hat first, 
then we can all enjoy our meal. If 
we had to sit and worry about 
whether she was going to like the 
hat we wouldn’t be able to eat a 
thing. 

Lota: I would! I’m hungry now. (She 
leaves the dustcloth on chair) 

Loris: Oh you! (Lota now rushes off 
with wastebasket and Lots starts to 
follow with mop when Crnvy comes 
running on with a Parcel Post pack- 
age about 12 inches square.) 

Cinpy: Look what they left at our 
door. A package for Mom. 








Lois (Rushes to her as Crnpy reaches 
table and flops package down): What 
is it? 

Cinpy (Grinning): A package. Can’t 
you see? 

Lois (Bending over it): And I can read. 
It’s for Mother. 

Crinpy: That’s what I said. 

Lois (Studying label): Cindy, it’s got 
the word Paris on it. 

Loita (Entering in time to hear this last 
remark): Did I hear someone say 
“Paris’’? 

Crnpy: You sure did. Does Mom know 
somebody in Paris? 

Lois: I don’t think so—she never 
told us about anybody. 

Lota: You mean the stamps are 
French? (Now looks closely at pack- 
age) That looks like John Tyler on 
those stamps. He was no French- 
man. 

Lois: Ahem! Ahem! 
philatilist speaks! 

Lota (Pointing): You have eyes. Use 
them. 

Lois (Takes another look): I hate to 
admit it, but you’re right. 

Loxa (A bit boastfully): Naturally — I 
know my stamps. Those are ten- 
cent stamps and they have the pic- 
ture of John Tyler on them. 

Cinpr: What have they got Paris on 
it for, then? 

Lois (Spelling aloud): P-a-r-i-s (Then 

spots another word and is excited) 

And what’s this? M-i-l-l-i-n — Oh 


The family 


dear, the rest of the word is rubbed 
out. 

Lota: Let’s wait for Mother to figure 
it out. 

Lois (They both turn from table leaving 
Crnpy with package): I’ve got to put 
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this mop away. 

Lota: I wish Jill would come. 

Crnpy: And what do I do with this? 
(Slaps the package) 

Lois (Waves to chair): Dump it on the 
chair and let’s all hope it is some 
thing nice for Mother. 

Crnpy: She’ll have enough to make her 
happy when she sees the hat we’ve 
made. She won’t need anything else. 

Lots (Pointedly): Jill really did all the 
trimming. 

Crnpy: How could she trim it if I didn’t 
didn’t furnish those  bluejay 
feathers? (Moves down to chair with 
package) 

Lois (A bit grudgingly): Jill did say 
they were perfect. 

Lota: Bonnie should be coming soon. 
(Grabs up dustcloth from chatr and 
tosses it to Lots) Put this away with 
the mop like a pal. (Lors exits with 
both as BoNnNIE rushes on.) 

Bonnie: Oh dear, am I late? I hope 
Mother isn’t home yet. 

Cinpy: You’re late, but Mother isn’t 
here. 

Bonnie (Looks around): Where is it? 
I don’t see the hat. 

Lota: For the simple reason that Jill 
hasn’t brought it yet. 

Bonnte: I’ll simply swoon if my roses 
don’t look right. 

Loa: That would be a big help, espe- 
cially when it’s your turn to get sup- 
per! Lois and I want the surprise 
first, then eats. 

Bonnie: That’s O.K. I just have to 
light the oven and set the things in 
to warm — Mother got everything 
ready before she left this morning. 

Lots (Enters and smiles at Bonnie): 
Oh good! I was afraid you’d be late. 
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CinpY: She is. 

BonNIE: Shush, don’t tell anybody. 
(Spies package) Oh, what’s that? 

Lois (Cinpy and Loia wink at each 


other): Just a package for Mother. 
BonnIE (Instantly excited): For 
Mother? 
Cinpy: And it’s from Paris. 


BonNIB (Picking it up hurriedly): 
Paris? 

Lois: Oh, Bonnie, let it be. Go wash 
and take a look at the food. We 
don’t want you out in the kitchen 
when Mother gets here. 

BonniBw (Shakes it curiously): Hmm, 
that word “Paris” isn’t part of the 
postmark. 

Loua (Gives her a poke): How about the 
food? The package won’t run away. 

BonNIE (Drops the package back on the 
chair): You’re too young to under- 
stand the significance of ‘Paris,’’ 
but I guess I can wait. (She exits as 
JILL rushes on waving a good-sized 
hatbox in the air.) 

Juu (Marching downstage with the 
others following eagerly): Wait until 
you see it! 

Cinpy (As Jiu still holds it up in the 
air): How about bringing it down to 
my level? (Jiu laughs, places it on 
table, opens the box slowly and takes 
out a very stunning all blue hat.) 

Lota (Delightedly clapping her hands): 
My ribbon looks new! 

BoNNIE (Sticks her head in at door): Oh, 
Jill, you got home. Let me see the 
hat. (Jiu holds it out for her to see.) 
Oh those roses are sweet. Now if it 
just suits Mother. 

Jitu: And see what a lovely crown that 
blue rayon made, Lois. 

Lois (Warmly): Jill it’s your artistic 
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work that makes the hat what it is. 
Your fingers did it. 

Bonnie: She’s right, Jill, we couldn’t 
have managed it alone. I’ll be back 
in two seconds. I still have to put 
the vegetables in to warm. (BONNIE 
exits.) 

Jiu (Gazing at hat): Now, where shall 
we have it when Mother gets here? 
Lota: How about right in the middle 
of that table, but inside the box so 

she has to dive for it. 

Jitu: Fine! (Puts hat back in box and 
moves box to table center) 

Crnpy: And when Mom shows up 
we'll all shout, “surprise!” We'll 
give her our surprise first, then show 
her the other package. 

Jiu (Surprised): What other package? 

Lots (Indifferently): On that chair. 

Jitu (Moving down to it): When did 
this come? 

Lois: A little while ago. 

Jitu (Balancing it on one hand): It 
doesn’t weigh much. 

BonniE (Returns and sees Jui with 
package): Take a look at the words 
near the postmark. 

Jitu (Aloud): Paris? 

Lois (Leans over and points): And see 
that other word? (Spells it out) 
M-i-1-1-i-n- 

Bonnie (Anziously): Jill, that could 
be the beginning of the word mil- 


linery. 
Jitu (Gasps): Millinery? You mean 
this could be a hat? 


Cinpy (All seem to draw together tn 
anxiety): Don’t let Mom see it if it 
is, at least until she has a chance to 
look at the one we made her. 

Jitu: Mother wouldn’t send away for a 
hat. She has to watch her budget 





too closely with five of us to support. 

Bonni& (Near tears): And the one we 
made is so beautiful. 

Jitu (Sighs deeply): Still we'll have to 
tell her about this package. 

Cinpy (Bravely): I know my Mom. 
She won’t even look at it until she’s 
seen what’s in that box on the table. 

Lota (Gives Crnpy a shove): Go see if 
she’s coming. (CINDy exits) 

Bonnie: Oh I do want Mother to have 
beautiful things and if that’s a hat 
from Paris — 

Lois (Cutting in): How could it be a 
hat from Paris? 

Cinpy (Dashing in): She’s coming up 
the steps. (Looks back) She’s on the 
porch. (Again looks back) She’s com- 
ing in the door. 

Jitu (Pushes package back on chair and 
rushes to left of table): Ready every- 
body. Let’s all get over on this side. 
(Cinpy moves to back of table but 
Lots, Lota and Bonnie all crowd 
left. Mrs. LANGLEY enters.) 

Aux (Shouting): Surprise! 

Mrs. LanGitey (Gasps and stares): 
I’m surprised, but what for? Is it 
my birthday? 

Lota: No! But it will soon be Mother’s 
Day. 

Juu: The surprise is in the box. 
(Cinpy pats it.) 

Lots (Blurting): And over on that chair 
is another package that came for 
you by mail. 

Mrs. LanGuey (Surprised): For me? 

Cinpy: Shall I get it for you? 

Mrs. LanGciey: I don’t remember 
ordering anything. . . . Oh, let it 
wait. Your surprise is what I’m in- 
terested in. 





Jitu (Wanting to be fair): Maybe it’s 
important. 

Mrs. LANGLEY (Beaming at them all): 
Nothing is more important than 
what you’ve got in that box. (Moves 
down to right of table and reaches for 
box. All girls are tense as she lifts 
out the hat) Oh! A hat! Isn’t it 
beautiful! (Holds it out in front of 
her) Those feathers — those roses — 
it’s all just perfect. I’m so thrilled, 
I’m absolutely weak. 

Loa (Quickly brings a chair from left): 
There, Mother, sit down. 

Mrs. LanGLey (Holding her hat, sits 
down): Just see how perfectly that 
ribbon blends with these feathers 
and such darling roses — (She looks 
at their happy faces as they bend 
towards her.) How did you ever do 
this? How could you, with the little 
allowance I’m able to give you? 

Lois: You’ve got smart children! (All 
laugh.) 

Cinpy: Smart? We’re super! 

Jiu: You really like it, mother? 


Mrs. Laneuey (Holds hat out to Juz): § 
I love it. Now, you put it on me— J 


(They all stand back to admire it.) 

BonniE (Rushing off): V’ll get you a 
mirror. 

Cinpy (Looks at Mrs. Laneuey from 
all angles): I never thought it would 
turn out that pretty. 

Lois: You forget that the pretty face 
under the hat helps. 


Mrs. LANGLEY: Don’t spoil me, chil- § 


dren. 

Lota (Very solemnly): Now, you’d bet- 
ter look at the other package. 

Mrs. Lanaitey (Seems hesitant): | 
suppose so but — 

BonniE (Dashes back with mirror and 
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holds it for Mrs. LANGLEY): How do 
you like the back? (Mrs. LANGLEY 
strives to see herself from all angles.) 

Mrs. LaneGitey: Why this hat does 
things for me! 

Jitu: Now, shall I take it off? 

Mrs. LanGiry (Playfully pushes her 
hand away): I just got it on. Don’t 
you dare try to take it off. 

Lois (Gets the package from chair): 
Here’s the package and it’s got the 
word Paris on it. 

Mrs. LAanetey (Takes one look and 
gasps): Oh no! 

Jitu (Staring at her): What’s wrong, 
Mother? 

Mrs. Laneitey (Smiling and getting 
control of herself): I’m all right .. . 
just a little startled. 

Jitu: You act like you know what it is. 

Mrs. LANGLEY (Protestingly): But I 
don’t need what’s in that package if 
it’s what I think it is. (Changes the 
subject as she turns suddenly to 
BonniE) How is dinner coming, 
Bonnie? 

BonnIiE: Mother, you’re trying to put 
us off. 

Mrs. LANGLEY: I’m not. I’m per- 
fectly content with your surprise 
and I don’t need what’s in that 
package. 

BonniE (Tragically): I knew it! I 
knew it! It’s a hat. And if it’s a 
hat from Paris, you’re afraid you'll 
hurt our feelings — 

Mrs. Laneuey (Cutting in): Bonnie! 
Stop that nonsense. It can’t be bet- 
ber than the one I have on. Now, I 
guess I have to tell you how I know 
what’s in that package. 

Lois (Studying package): It’s post- 


marked Cleveland, Ohio. I can just 

make it out. 

Mrs. LANG.eEy: Yes, I know. 

Loua: You know? 

Jitu: Oh, Mother, do open it. 
suspense is awful. 

Mrs. LANGueEy: First I must tell you 
something, something that will sur- 
prise you and make me feel very 
foolish. 

Lots: Why, Mother! 

Cinpy: I don’t know what you mean, 
Mom, but you’re tops with me. 

Mrs. Laneuey: I entered a contest 
about two months ago — 

Jiu (Interrupting): And this is a prize? 

Mrs. LANGLEY: I’m afraid so. 

Cinpy: Hurrah! My mother won a 
prize! 

Lots: What’s wrong with winning a 
prize, Mother? You don’t look a bit 
happy about it. If you won it, it’s 
yours. What kind of kids do you 
think you’ve got? We'll all be 
proud of you. 

Mrs. LanGtey: Even if it’s a hat? 

AuL (Pause, then look at each other): 
Even if it’s a hat! 

Mrs. Lanetey: What darlings you 
are. 

J1Lu: What did you do to win a prize? 

Mrs. Laneatey: I had to write some 
poetry. 

Bonnie: Poetry? 
mother a poet! 

Mrs. LANGiey: Not good poetry, I’m 
afraid. That’s why I’m embarrassed. 
It was really only a jingle. 

Crinpy: All poetry jingles. (JILL sits in 
chair beside Mrs. LANGLEY. Bonnig, 
Lois, Lota and Cinpy sit on the 
floor as close to her as they can get.) 

Mrs. LANGLEY: Promise you won’t 


This 


My very own 





laugh at me. Laugh at the jingle if 
you wish, but not at me. 

Jitu: Shouldn’t you open the package 
first? 

Mrs. Lanetey (Shakes her head): 
When I entered the contest I 
specified the third prize and that 
was a hat from Paris. 

Jitu and Bonnie (Aghast but thrilled): 
From Paris! 

Cinpy: I still like the one we made. 

Mrs. Laneiey (Taps her blue hat): 
Good for you, Cindy. This is the 
work of all of you—I have faith 
in it. 

Crnpy: I pulled those feathers out of a 
bird. 

Bonnie: Cindy! Did you have to tell 
that? 

Cinpy: It didn’t hurt the bird. It was 
dead. 

Mrs. Lancuey (Laughs gaily): And 
the rest of you worked equally as 
hard, I am sure. 

Cinpy: Jill worked the hardest. 
put it together. 

Mrs. Lancer: And it is the most be- 
coming hat I’ve ever had. 

Jitu: Oh, Mother, we’ll try not to be 
jealous if it turns out that you like 
the hat you won better than ours. 

Lois: How about the poetry? 

Bonnie: You should have told us you 
were a poet. 

Mrs. LANGLEY: You won’t call me a 
poet when you hear it, but it had to 
be something silly about a hat. 
(Clears her threat) 

Can it be the birds I hear 
When you walk down the street? 
Or flowers of the early spring 

I smell as you pass by? 


She 





No! ’tis just that hat 
Above your brow 
Suggests these things to me 

I vow! 

(They all laugh and scramble together 
to help Mrs. LANGELY open the 
package. She pulls out a flat odd- 
shaped piece of millinery which looks 
as much like a bag as a hat.) I'll ap- 
preciate having you master minds 
tell me just what this is supposed to 
be. 

Bonnie: Mother, you know very well 
it’s a hat. 

Jruu (Trying to be very brave): Of course 
it’s a hat. 

Bonnie: It has to be. That’s what the 
prize was. 

Mrs. Lanaiey (Holding «tt out and 
making a face at it): Yes, the third 
prize was to be a hat from Paris. 

Bonnie: And a millinery firm wouldn’t 
give a hat for a prize that wasn’t a 
hat. 

Jiu (Takes a turn at scrutinizing it): 
I’ll have to admit I can’t tell front 
from back. 

Cinpy (Snatches it and flattens it down 
on her head): Now what does it look 
like above my brow? 

Mrs. Laneitey: Not a hat, I vow! 
(They all laugh.) 

Jiu: Mother, you should give it a 
chance. Try it on. 

Mrs. Lanciey: I wouldn’t be seen 
under it. (Jumps up suddenly) I’ve 
got the hat I like right on my head, 
and there it’s going to stay! Bonnie, 
when do we eat? 


THE END 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


A Hart ror MorHER 


Characters: 6 female. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday dress. Lois and Lola 
wear bluejeans. The other girls wear cotton 
dresses. Mrs. Langley is dressed in a simple 
spring suit. 

Properties: Mop, dustcloth, waste basket, 
parcel post package, hat box, all blue hat 
trimmed with feathers and pink roses, hand 
mirror, bag-shaped hat. 

Setting: The Langley living room. The furni- 
ture is worn but clean. There is a library 
table at center with straight chairs at either 
side. Several armchairs are placed at vari- 
ous positions around the room. Additional 
lamps, small tables, bookcases, etc., give 
the room a lived-in look. There are three 
exits: a doorway, up center, leading out- 
side; an exit at left to the kitchen; a door at 
right leading to the rest of the house. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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by PERCIVAL WILDE 
revised and enlarged edition 
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The Craftsmanship of the One-Act Play 


This book is the famous standard work on playwriting technique in the 
one-act form for stage, radio, and television. Percival Wilde is one of 
the best-known authors of one-act plays for amateur production. His 
detailed study of playwriting craftsmanship is used as a text in uni- 
versities throughout the world. Over 200 one-act dramas are cited and 
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Characters 

Loti (Lot-lee), younger daughter of 
Umac 

XAanI (Shah-nee), her older sister 

Neza (Nay-sah), their brother 

AuiTza (Ahl-eet-sah), a captive prin- 
cess 

Prii0 (Pee-lee-oh), son of a newly-rich 
noble 

Treyo (Tay-oh), Pilio’s personal slave 

TaMANES (Tah-mah-nays), slave girls 

Ist PRIEST 

2ND PRIEST 

Ist SOLDIER 

2nD SOLDIER 

PRIESTESSES 

Umac (Oom-ahk), a minor Aztec noble 

Cuatcul (Chahl-chee), his wife 

Montezuma (Mon-teh-zoo-mah), ruler 
of the Aztecs 

Sotprers and RETINUE 

Orr STaGE VoIcEs, one or more friends 
of Neza, and the King’s Runner 

Time: An afternoon, some years before 
the Spanish conquest of Mexico. 

Serrine: A garden on the housetop of 
Umac, in Tenochtitlan, capital city of 
the Aztecs. 

At Rise: XANI sits on a bench down 
left, ArTzA on a mat at her feet. The 
two girls are at work on the lining of a 
feather cape which is spread between 
them. Loti is prancing up and 


serving the Goddess 
Chicomecoatl in the 
Temple of Agriculture 


down the length of a wide parapet 
which runs parallel to back of stage. 
Loti (Shouting and brandishing an 
imaginary shield): Ta-ta-ta boom! 





The Cape of Feathers 


by Esther E. Ziegler 
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Ta-ta-ta boom! Ta-ta-ta boom! 
Boom! Boom! I’m Tezcatlipoca, 
God of the Air! (She strikes a pose.) 
I can see the whole world in 
my polished shield. 

Xant: Hush, Lotli! And come down 
from the parapet before you fall. 
(As Lori pauses) You know you 
shouldn’t play such games, little 
sister. When we go in, you’d better 
make a sacrifice at the Air God’s 
altar. 

Lotitt (Grumbling as she scrambles 
down): Do I have to? Only last 
week Mother made me burn my 
best embroidered mantle at the 
shrine of the God of War. 

Xant: No wonder! Your wild tongue 
is far too free for a girl. It’s un- 
lucky! 

Lori: You always say that. But look 
at Alitza! There isn’t anyone more 
ladylike than she, and she had to 
give up being a princess and live as 
a slave. Do you call that lucky? 

Aurrza (Smiling): I think I’m for- 
tunate that your father rescued me 
from Tlascala and brought me to 
Tenochtitlan. I love it here. 

Lot. (Eagerly, as she drops to the mat 
beside Atirza): Tell me about when 
you were a little princess in Mi- 
choacan. Did you have many jewels? 

AuiTza: Yes, little mistress. I had 
many fine things. Even my toys 
were of gold and silver. 

Loti: Did those horrid Tlascalans 
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take everything away from you? 

AuITzA: Everything except my packet 
of bird feathers. 

Xant (Smoothing the feathers of the 
cape): Why were not these taken 
too? Surely they are as beautiful 
as any jewels! 

AuiTzaA: Yes, they are now. But they 
first had to be properly prepared and 
carefully glued upon their back- 
ground of fine cotton web. And only 
we Tarascos know how to do such 
featherwork. 

Xant: Think of the hours it has taken 
to make this cape! How can you 
bear to part with it? 

AuitzA: Your father has been very 
kind to me, Xani. Now that he can 
no longer join in the procession of 
warriors, his son must be made 
ready to take his place. 

Lori: I can hardly wait to see that 
old Pilio’s face when he sees Neza 
in this. 

XAnI (Hastily): Remember, Lotli! Not 
a word if Pilio should stop by! 

Loti: I guess I know how to keep a 
secret! (She turns indignantly back 
to the parapet.) Well, speak of the 
demons! There’s Pilio now — the 
stuck up thing! 

ZANI (Annoyed): Pilio? We'd better 
get this cape back into its case be- 
fore he sees it. (XANI and ALITZA 
roll up the cape and extra feathers 
and place them in a case which they 
put out of sight behind a shrub.) 

Lottr (Looking off to the left): He’s 
coming here all right! All dressed up 
like a strutting peacock! (She mimics 
his affected manner.) 

Pitio’s Voice (Calling from off-stage 
left): Neza! Neza! (Lor. gazes 





coldly down at him.) NEZA!! 

Lortui: Neza isn’t home. 

Pruio’s Voice: Lotli! Is that you up 
there on the roof? 

Lotut: No. This is tiger cat with green 
and purple spots. J’m hiding inside 
the house. 

Pruio’s Voice (Angrily): Have done 
with your silly games! Where’s 
Neza? 

XANI (Hurrying to the edge of the roof 
and motioning Lot. aside): Neza is 
playing ball near the Eastern Cause- 
way, Honored Pilio. 

Pruio’s Voice: Well, tell him to wait 
for me when he comes back. I’m 
on my way to burn incense at the 
temple altars. And you would do 
well to lock up that inhuman crea- 
ture before someone has her thrown 
to the alligators. (Lorut, watching 
with disgust as PiLi0 apparently with- 
draws along the street right, makes 
childish faces at his retreating figure.) 

Xan: Lotli, you mustn’t behave like 
that. You’ll be beaten sure! 

Lot. (Disdainfully): By that macaw? 
He’d be afraid of rumpling his 
feathers. 

AutrzA: This young lord—is he a 
good friend to your brother? 

Loti (Snorting): Only at meal time! 

XANI: He used to live next door, and 
he and Neza played together often. 
But after our father’s misfortune, 
Pilio’s manner began to change. He 
has grown haughty and conde- 
scending. 

Lori: He’ll probably be worse now 

that his father has been lucky in 

the battle against the Totonacs. 

His family has moved to that big 

red stone palace over there. (Potint- 





ing left) And Pilio leans on a slave’s 

shoulder wherever he goes. (Sounds 

of laughter and bantering voices as 

Neza and his FRIENDS cross stage 

out of sight of the audience.) 

Boy’s Voice: Goodbye to you, Neza. 
Meet you tomorrow at the water 
gate. 

Neza’s Voice (From right): Until to- 
morrow then. As soon as the hour 
of three has been called from the 
temple towers. (There ts a chorus of 
goodbyes, and Nrza bounds up the 
steps and leaps over the parapet onto 
the roof.) 

Neza: Yay! I thought I’d find you 
girls up here! (Throws himself upon 
a mat) Anything around to eat? 

Lotti: Not much. Had a rather bad 
day here in the jungle. 

Neza (Fondly) : Been off on another one 
of your forays, have you? Well, 
you might have caught a turkey for 
me while you were at it. 

Lotut: I didn’t have to. One of the 
biggest gobblers I’ve ever seen came 
right to the house and asked for you. 

Xan1 (Laughing): She means Pilio. 

Loti1: And what’s more, he’s coming 
back. So you’d better have some- 
thing to eat right now — unless you 
would take only scraps. 

Xani: Lotli’s right. I'll tell the 
tamanes to prepare something right 
away. (As Auitza starts to follow 
her) No, Alitza, you had better stay 
and finish the lining of the cape while 
there is yet light enough. 

AuiTza: As you wish, young mistress, 
but I have only a few more stitches 
to make. (Getting the case, she sits 
down on the bench and begins to sew 
as XANI exits left.) 
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Neza: Let me see it now, Alitza. 
(Admiringly, as he slips the cape over 
one shoulder) You know, I’m half 
afraid to wear it for fear that the 
gods will strike me down for envy, 

Lori (Clapping her hands): Will Pilio 
be jealous! He’ll scream like a puma. 
Oh, I can hardly wait for the Great 
Festival! 

Neza: Neither can I. But what I’m 
hoping for is to gain the notice of 
the High Ones . . . even of the Great 
Montezuma himself. If he thinks 
me a worthy youth, he may have 
me sent to the Court School. 

Lorii: Why do you want to go to 
school? I think it would be more 
fun to go hunting. 

Neza: Don’t you understand, little 
one? I must learn the law if I ever 
hope to become one of the Chief 
Council. We have grown too poor 
since Father’s injury for him to pay 
for my schooling. So I must attract 
the favorable attention of the Great 
Ones. And this cape will make that 
possible. I know it will! (There ts a 
whistle off-stage.) 

Lorui: I’ll wager that’s Pilio coming 
back. 

Piiio’s Voice (Calling): Neza! Neza, 
are you there? 

Neza: Stall him a second, Lotli, until 
we can hide this. (He and Auirza 
roll up the cape and store tt away 
again in the case. Lori runs to the 
parapet and sits cross-legged on i, 
staring straight ahead) 

Piiio’s Voice: You, there! Lotli! Has 
your brother returned? (Lorui re- 
mains silent.) Lotli, are you deaf as 
well as dumb? Answer me! 

Lori (Without moving): No. You said 
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yourself that I’m not human. So I 
must be a graven image. You may 
burn incense before me if you like, 
but don’t ask me questions. 

Pixio’s Voice (Angrily): May the Sun 
God cut off your wagging tongue, 
you miserable girl! 

Neza (In a low tone): All right, now. 
It’s hidden. (Loudly) Ho, Pilio! 
(He goes to the roof edge and looks 
down.) I’m just home from the ball 
game. Do you wish me to come 
down? 

Pruro’s Voice: No! I’m coming up. 

Lori (Coming down from the wall): 
That one’s a vulture. He can smell 
food five leagues away. 

Aurrza: With your permission, young 
master, I shall go tell your sister 
that you have a guest in need of 
refreshment. 

Neza: Do, Alitza. (As ALITZA exits 
left) And you’d better be off, too, 
Lotli. 

Lorui: Oh, no, please, Neza! (Thinking 
up an excuse to stay) I’ve not yet 
made a sacrifice today, and I must 
stay now and make a wreath to lay 
at the altar of the Flower-God- 
Child. 

Neza: Oh, very well. But see that 
you hold that tongue of yours. It 
flies like the wings of the humming 
bird. (Lori picks up a basket con- 
taining an unfinished wreath, and, 
seating herself up center near the 
parapet, takes out a bone needle and 
begins to work.) 

Pitio (Appearing over the parapet cen- 
ter, clutching the shoulder of Tryo): 
Not too fast! Not too fast, I say! 


(He stops for a moment, TEYo sup- 
porting him and holding an elaborate 





sunshade over his head.) My, that’s 
a steep climb up here! 

Neza: You should have let me come 
down. We could have gone into 
the house to talk. 

Pitio: Oh, no. It is better up here 
on the roof. I find the rooms of 
these little adobe places very warm 
and cramped compared with the 
open courts and cool fountains in 
our new home. 

Neza (Changing the subject): We had a 
good game of toloque today. Too 
bad you weren’t with us. 

Pruio: Oh, those ball games are so 
strenuous! 

Neza: You used to be one of our best 
players. 

Piuio: Yes, I know. Everyone said so. 
But I owe it to myself now to as- 
sociate with the best people. And 
some of those boys we used to play 
with are little better than com- 
moners. 

Neza: I feel honored that you still 
consider me worthy of your attention. 

Piio: Oh, I’m not one to turn my 
back on old friends just because I’ve 
risen above them. (He looks about 
hopefully.) I suppose you have not 
had your afternoon refreshment? 

Neza: You are just in time. I have 
not yet performed the hand-and- 
face-washing ceremony. 

Piuio: Good! (He seats himself on the 
mat.) Stand behind me and keep 
the sun off, Teyo. (Resuming the 
conversation) No, I have no time for 
ball games any more. But I do find 
dice an interesting pastime. 

Neza: You mean that your father al- 
lows you to gamble? 

Piuto (Bragging): Five days out of the 


five! Today I lost half a quill of 
gold dust with just a toss of the 
dice. Really, it is a most fascinating 
sport! You must join me sometime. 

Neza: I’m afraid not, thank you. I 
really couldn’t afford it. 

Pruio: That’s right. Your family 7s 
rather on the decline. Too bad! 
(TAMANES enter with vase of water, 
bowl, and towels. Kneeling, they pour 
water over first Pit10’s hands and 
then Neza’s. Each boy washes his 
face and hands and dries them, P1tto 
throwing his towel carelessly to the 
floor as he finishes. Other TAMANES 
enter with food arranged on wooden 
platters. XANtI and ALITZA supervise 
the serving from left.) Ah, still serving 
honey cakes and chocolate, I see! 
(Gobbling his food) I suppose you 
have heard of the latest honors be- 
stowed upon my family. 

Neza (Admiringly): Indeed, yes! How 
many slaves was it that your father 
captured? Fifty, do they say? 

Pruio (Exaggerating): Nearer a hun- 
dred, really! Everyone is so jealous 
of us that the number is always re- 
ported too low. (Lotii makes a face 
behind his back.) 

Neza (Marveling): A hundred slaves! 
I should like to see them. 

Pruio: Well . . . my father gave most 
of the lot to . . . to the temples. 
(Between mouthfuls) The King was 
very much pleased. He has allowed 
my father to keep six men to carry 
him in our new gold-trimmed litter. 
There is this new slave for me, too, 
to do with as I please. (Indicating 
TEyo.) 

Lott: I see you ride him piggy-back! 
(She crosses to the other girls.) 
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Neza (Sternly): Lotli! You should 
never speak in the presence of male 
guests. 

Pruio (Haughtily): At home I have all 
my meals behind a screen now, like 
the Great Montezuma himself, and 
no woman is even allowed to watch 
me. 

Lot. (Aside to the other girls): A good 
idea — the way he eats! (The Grris 
snicker, attracting Pix10’s attention.) 


Prrio =. (Mooltoning toward AuirTza): 
Who’s that? I haven’t seen her 
before. 


Neza: One of our tamanes. My father 
captured her some time ago. 

Pixio (Indignanily): A common slave? 
And you allow her to sit here? 

Lor. (Bursting out): Alitza’s no com- 
mon slave! She was the royal 
daugh . . . (She stops in confusion, 
one hand over her mouth.) 

Pii10: What did she say? 

Neza (Quickly): Alitza was a royal 
dancer in Tlascala. We keep her 
as an entertainer. 

Pii10: How nice! I’m glad that you 
still have some simple little pleasures 
here. Have your slave perform, will 
you? 

Neza (Reluctantly): Oh, of course, 
Pilio. As you wish. (NeEza nods to 
the girls. XANI speaks to a TAMANE 
who retires left and returns in a mo- 
ment followed by other Staves. Seat- 
ing themselves up left, they accompany 
ALITZA on rhythm instruments as she 
interprets in her dance the planting, 
growing and reaping of corn. PrLI0 
continues eating but is visibly im- 
pressed. ) 

Pitio (As the dance ends): Very nice! 
(The TAMANES clear away the food 
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and bring water with which the boys 

go through the washing ceremony as 

before.) You know, I might con- 
sider buying your dancer. 

Neza: Thank you, Pilio. 
is not for sale. 

Pirio: You may change your mind 
with time. (Sighing as if with pity) 
When one is on the down grade, he 
little knows what he may come to. 

Neza (Beginning to grow angry): It is 
touching to see you so concerned 
for our welfare, but we are not yet 
so poor that we must give up every- 
thing. 

Prt10: Really, Neza, you must admit 
that your father, now that he is just 
a lame weakling, has no real stand- 
ing in the city. And you've lost 
whatever chance you might have 
had to be anybody. 

Neza (Holly): I don’t believe that! 

Pit10: Oh, come now! Can your father 
pay for your training? Has he a 
thousand quills of gold? Why, you'll 
probably not even appear in the 
festival events — at least I wouldn’t 
if I had to wear that old mantle of 
of yours. 

Nrza (Recklessly): But I have a new 
cape. (The girls look alarmed, but 
P1110 is not interested.) 

Prtio: Oh? I shall wear my new 
mantle. It is of blue silk woven 
from rabbit hairs. The sign of the 
sun appears in gold and silver thread 
across the hem, and a great quetzal 
bird is embroidered on the back. I 
have already spoken for the place of 
leader in the procession of young 
nobles. 

Neza (Jumping up in dismay): Not 

this time, Pilio! I must lead in order 


But Alitza 





to be chosen as a student. It’s my 

only chance! 

Priio: Really, now, Neza, aren’t you 
being ridiculous? 

Neza: No, Pilio! I’ve found a way 
to dress properly for the festival. 
And, as my friend, you must help 
me this once to gain a place where 
I will come to the attention of the 
Chiefs. (Clapping his hands to sum- 
mon a slave) Tamane, bring the reed 
case that you will find over there 
behind the shrub. (The girls look 
upset as the TAMANE brings the case 
to him, but Neza hurries on.) Now 
you will understand, Pilio. (Neza 
kneels and spreads out the cape for 
Prui0o to see.) 

Piu1o (Amazed): This! Yours? Why 
... it is made all of jewels! 

Neza (Laughing in excitement): No, 
not jewels. Those are tiny feathers 
from the birds of mountains and 
jungles . . . birds of paradise, hum- 
mingbirds, macaws. And _ look! 
There are enough flamingo and 
green quetzal feathers to make a 
magnificent headdress! 

Pir1o: No king in all the world has 
anything to equal this cape. Where 
did you get it? 

Neza: Alitza made it. She is a Taras- 
can and excels in featherwork. 

Pruio: I see! (He rises and speaks with 
feigned pleasure.) Congratulations! 
If you wear that cape, you most 
certainly will lead the procession. 
(He stares at Aurrza for a moment 
and then turns again to Neza.) It 
will be a pity if your slave is not 
able to make your headdress too. 

Neza: Of course she will make it! 

What do you mean? 








Prui0: I should think you would know 
the Aztec custom of placing all 
talented slaves at the disposal of 
the King or the priests. 

Neza: Men, yes, but Alitza is only a 
girl! 

Pitio (Shrugging): She is a talented 
dancer. I’m afraid the priests would 
be displeased to learn that she has 
not been brought to the temple. 
They are in need of dancers for the 
July sacrifice. 

Xan (Horrified): But Alitza is our 
sister now! 

Lotti (Throwing her arms around 
Auirza): We won’t give her up! 

Nzza: I don’t see why the priests need 
to know about her. 

Piii0: Perhaps not. (Smiling) Maybe, 
if you were to keep out of public 
notice — not appear in the pro- 
cessions at all this year, people 
would not become curious about 
your household. 

Neza: But my cape... ? 

Pii1o: You could sell it. (Opening his 
pouch) I am always glad to help a 
friend. 

Neza (Furiously): Friend? I thought 
you were one. Now I know better. 
All you want is to get your hands on 
this cape so that you can lord it 
over every boy in the city. Well, I 
shall not give it up for you or any- 
one else. Do you hear? 

Pitio (Retreating in fear): Very well! 
If that is the way you feel, I shall 
leave. It is really beneath my dig- 
nity to associate with such lowly 
persons anyway. (He sweeps off 
down the steps with Tryo at his 
heels.) 

Lori (Watching him go): The old 








cannibal-fish! He’d pick the meat 
off the bones of his best friend. 

Xanr: You should never have told 
him, Neza! 

Neza: I know it. But I was tired of 
his bragging and belittling. 

Lori: He’s after Neza’s cape all right! 

Neza: Pooh! He’ll squawk a lot, but 
he won’t fight me for it. And what 
other way could he get it? 

Lotui: I don’t know. But I bet he’ll 
try. 

Neza (Scornfully): That coward? 

AuiTzA (As she and XANI pul away 
the cape): The small one speaks 
wisely, Master Neza. I shall make 
the headdress tomorrow, and then 
it would be best to give it and the 
cape to your mother to hide for you. 
(There is the sound of instruments and 
chanting voices from off-stage left.) 

XANt: What’s that? 

Neza: It sounds like the priests at the 
evening ritual. 

XANI: So near? 

Lotir (Who has run to look over the 
parapet): It’s the priests all right! 
From the temple of the Goddess of 
Agriculture! They’re turning off 
the avenue and coming this way. 

Neza: Pilio! He ran to them about 
Alitza! I didn’t think he’d be that 
low! 

Lorui: The water snake! 

Xan1: What shall we do, Neza? 

Neza: Hide Alitza below. (He daris 
across stage to seize his bow and 
quiver hanging at the corner of the 
screen.) I'll try to hold them off. 

Auitza: No, Master Neza, I beg you 
not to fight them. You would only 
be killed. 

Lori: Let’s hide her right here and 
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pretend we have never heard of her. 

Play dumb. I’ll show you! (Neza 

nods in agreement and returns the 

bow and quiver to their place. As 

the noise of the crowd draws nearer, 

the sisters and brother hide AuiTzA 

behind the rug which hangs from the 

screen up right. Then Lorut, 
drawing up a low table, sits down 
upon it before the screen and con- 
tinues fashioning her wreath. Neza 
pretends to nap by the parapet, and 
XANI sits down left sorting embroidery 
threads. In a moment, a band of 
PRIESTS and PRIESTESSES files up the 
stairway, accompanied by SOLDIERS 
and a few curious Spectators. The 
children prostrate themselves before the 
visitors, touching the ground with 
one hand and raising it to the fore- 
head in the Aztec sign of greeting and 
respect.) 

lst Priest (T7'o Neuza): Are you Neza, 
son of Umac? 

Neza: I am, Your Greatness. 

lst Priest: It has been brought to our 
attention that you have here a 
dancing girl who should have been 
delivered to us. 

Neza: Why, these girls are my own 
sisters, daughters of Umac, as you 
can tell by their arm bands. 

2nD Priest: The youth who told us 
swore he saw a beautiful slave 
dancing girl here a few minutes ago. 

Loti (J'o Nez): Brother, do you sup- 

pose he meant me? (As the Priests 

look at her questioningly, Lotui at- 
tempts to imitate Auirza’s dance, 
throwing her legs and arms about 
vigorously and providing her own 
accompaniment of strange sounds.) 


lst Priest: No, little one. We seek a - 





rare flamingo, not a squawking little 
parrot. (7’o Neza) Just to make sure 
there is no one hidden here, we shall 
have to search. (lst PRIEST mottons 
to Sotprers who search about the 
garden. Lor. casually sits down 
upon the table again and continues 
making her wreath. As the SOLDIERS 
approach her, she smiles and ducks 
her head as if suddenly overcome with 
shyness.) 

ist So.prEr (7'o 2ND SoupIER): A nice 
child, industrious and meek. 

2np Souiprer (Grunting): Huh! Not 
too smart, I should think! (As he 
bends over to pull aside the hanging 
which hides Auitza, Loti jabs him 
sharply in the calf of the leg with her 
bone needle. 2ND SoLpIER drops the 
hanging and grabs his leg with a yelp. 

Loti (Sympathetically as she pushes 
aside the flowers): A naughty thorn? 
(To herself as 2ND SOLDIER hops away 
to join the others) I bet I made him 
smart! (Umac appears at left leaning 
upon a staff and being helped along 
by Cuatcut. Neza and XAnt start 
toward him.) 

Neza: Father, you should not climb 
the stairs! 

Umac: Step aside, children. I must 
greet our noble visitors. (He bows 
low as best he can while CHALCHI 
kneels to make the sign of obeisance.) 
Praise to you, Great Ones. How 
can I serve you? 

lst Priest: We seek a slave who is our 

rightful property. We were told she 

would be here, but she is not on 
the roof. So if you will lead the 
way, we shall search the rooms be- 
low. (He places his staff against the 


parapet.) 


Umac: I swear that there is no one 
hidden below. But I do as you bid, 
O Priests! (He goes off left. All fol- 
low UMacoff except Loti. When the 
others are out of sight, she gumps to 
her feet and speaks to Au1TzA without 
looking toward her hiding place.) 

Lotui: Don’t move, Alitza. They’ll 
surely be back because the High 
Priest has left his staff. (Lorui then 
starts to follow the crowd but looks 
doubtfully over her shoulder. After 
a moment, she runs to the parapet and 
looks off left. Apparently seeing some- 
one coming, she hurries back to pick 
up the reed case and remove the cape. 
Crossing the roof on a run, she climbs 
onto the wall and hides the cape be- 
hind the flowers that deck the back 
of the altar. Then, noticing the empty 
case, she removes her soiled white over- 
tunic and puts it inside the case which 
she returns to its place at left. This done, 
she goes off left. The stage is empty 
for a moment, and then Pi110’s head 
appears over the parapet right. He 
looks cautiously around as he enters 
and begins hunting for the case. 
Spotting it, he grins with satisfaction, 
grabs it up, and sneaks off in the 
direction from which he came. There 
is a sound of voices off left as the 
crowd returns.) 

ist Priest: I am sorry that you can- 
not see your duty in this matter. 
The law clearly states that slaves 
of exceptional talent are to be placed 
in charge of the priests as property 
of the gods. 

Umac: But no such slave serves me. 
I have sworn to that. 

Ist Priest: Then she serves your 
children, which is the same thing. 








Do you deny that, Umac? (Umac 
is silent.) You do not deny it. (He 
picks up his staff.) Therefore, since 
you refuse to turn the maiden over 
to us, I must make both you and 
your son prisoners of the temple. 

Cuaucai: Oh, no! You can’t do that! 
(CuHaucnr and her daughters throw 
themselves at the feet of the Priest 
with cries of protest and supplication.) 

lst Priest: You stubborn people 
leave me no choice. 

Auttza (Drawing aside the rug): Wait! 
(She walks proudly forward to face 
the Priests.) My friends shall not 
be made slaves to protect the 
Princess Alitza. 

lst Priest: So she was hidden here! 
(He glares at the soldiers as the 
PRIESTESSES step forward to take 
AuiTza in their charge. Noise of pro- 
cession approaching off-stage.) 

2np Priest (70 SoLpIER): See what 
that is! 

2nD So.pIER (Looking down into street): 
It is the Emperor himself, Great 
One, riding in his golden litter on 
the way to evening prayers. 

Umac: I believe he will stop here. 

lst Priest: Here? 

Umac: As soon as I heard of your visit, 
I sent word by runner to Monte- 
zuma. Is it not my right as a noble 
and former member of the Council 
of Warriors to have him decide the 
case? 

ist Priest: It is. But I warn you, he 
will uphold the law. 

RuNNER’s Voice (Off-stage): Make 
way! Make way for Montezuma, 
Chief Cacique of the City of Tenoch- 
titlan, Son of the Sun, and King of all 
the Aztecs! Make way! (Amu 
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cheers and music from off-stage, Mon- 

TEZUMA makes his way to the roof, 

his hands resting lightly on the 

shoulders of two Nosues. He ts pre- 
ceded by Souprers and the CHIEFS 
of the City Council. Behind him 
swarms a band of minor NoBLEs, 

ENTERTAINERS, and PEOPLE of the 

town. Those awaiting him prostrate 

themselves before the Great Presence.) 

ist Priest (Rising): O Mighty Em- 
peror, forgive us for thus inter- 
rupting your evening rituals. But 
this man demanded a decision of 
law that cannot wait. 

MontezuMA: If he be a free and 
worthy noble of this city, that is his 
right. Let the case be stated. 

ist Priest: Umac, when a warrior, 
took the maiden you see before you 
as @ prize in battle. Now he refuses 
to give her up. 

Montezuma (Zo Umac): Have you 
not found your King and your 
priests just and liberal in their 
awarding of prizes for captives de- 
livered to the temples? 

Umac: I ask no price, O Greatest of 
the Great! 

Neza: Alitza has become one of us, 
O Great Montezuma. We could 
never be happy again without her. 

Montezuma (Frowning a little at such 

boldness): I see no reason for all this 

fuss over one slave. If I remember 
correctly, this man (Indicating 


Umac) has turned over many male 
captives to the City in the past. 
Then let him keep the girl, and be 
done with bickering! (He turns to go.) 

lst Priest: But wait, Glorious King! 
The law of the greatest gift must 
be considered here. 





Montezuma (Surprised): How is that? 

Ist Priest: This girl is both a prin- 
cess and a gifted dancer. Is it not 
decreed that such a prize shall be- 
long only to the gods as a worthy 
sacrifice for their altars? 

Neza (Bursting out): Never! You shall 
never take her! 

Montezuma (Sadly but sternly): I am 
sorry, rash youth, but if these things 
concerning the maiden be true, the 
law is on the side of the priests. 

Neza (Throwing himself at Mon- 
TEZUMA’s feet): I beg you, Great 
Montezuma, set aside this law! 

Montezuma (Shaking his head): Even 
the Emperor of the Sun must obey 
the law. Montezuma and the law 
are one. This maiden’s greatest 
gift must go to the temple. 

Neza: Greatest gift? Did you say 
greatest gift? (MonTEzuMA nods.) 
But the dance is not Alitza’s 
greatest gift. I can prove it. (Leap- 
ing to his feet) Xani, the reed case, 
quickly! (Xant hurries left to get 
the case.) 

Xani (In dismay): Neza! It’s gone! 

Neza: Gone? (He dashes to her side to 
help search.) 

Loti (Already climbing the wall be- 
hind the altar): Don’t worry! This 
is what Neza wants. (She tosses the 
rolled-up cape directly into the arms 
of her astonished brother.) 

Neza (Unrolling the cape): O Glorious 
One, accept this gift from your un- 
worthy servant. (As Neza holds 
the cloak up before the King, there 
are cries of delight and amazement 
from the Crowd.) 

Montezuma (Awed): And I thought I 
had the greatest riches in all the 





world! (Taking the cape) Feathers 
like gleaming jewels! The good luck 
pattern in living colors! Surely, this 
is a robe fit for the gods themselves. 

Neza: It is yours, Great Emperor! 
But tell me, do you not think that 
the maker of that cape has a gift — 
the greatest of gifts? 

Montezuma: He is an artist who rises 
above all others. Bring him before 
me, boy, that I may reward you 
both for the peerless beauty of this 
perfect gift. (Neza turns and, taking 
Auitza by the hand, leads her be- 
fore the King.) 

Neza: Greatest One, here is the artist 
who made the cape. 

Montezuma (Amazed): The Princess? 
Surely you have magic in your 
fingers! 

Neza (Eagerly): No dance, then, is 
greater in beauty? 

Montezuma: No dance however grace- 
ful could ever delight the gods like 
this. (He hands the cape to the 
Priests for them to admire.) The 
talent of such an artist must not 
perish in the altar flames. Princess 
Alitza shall live in Tenochtitlan and 
teach us Aztecs her secret that our 
altars may be beautified. This is in 
accord with the law of the greatest 
gift for the gods. (Priests and 
NOBLES nod in agreement.) Umac 
you are henceforth Overseer of the 
Royal School of Featherwork which 
I shall establish. You and your 
family shall have a home close to 
the Royal Palace. (As all are ex- 


pressing delight and wonder, a com- 

motion its heard off-stage right.) 
Pruio (Barricaded behind TryYo who is 

pushing a way for him up the steps): 
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Make way for me, I say. Make way! 
I am Pilio, son of a nobleman, and 
I have a message for Montezuma. 
Make way! (Rudely he forces him- 
self to a place before the King and 
kneels.) O Great and Glorious Sire! 
O Magnificent One! O Radiant De- 
scendent of All the Gods of Earth 
and Air, Brightest Sun over all the 
land of the Aztecs, Conqueror of . . . 

Montezuma (Interrupting): Yes, boy. 
I hear you! 

Priio: Perhaps Your Supreme Majesty 
is not aware that I am the one who 
brought this matter of the girl to 
the attention of the priests. Oh, 
don’t think I’d expect any reward! 
It is enough for me to know that I 
did my duty and provided another 
dancer for the temple. The fact is, 
when I heard that you were being 
annoyed with this affair, I hurried 
home to get a present for you. For 
years it has been the great treasure 
of my family. 

Montezuma: What is this great gift? 

Pruio: A garment, Noble Sire, fit for 
a king like you! Oh, such beauty you 


have never seen! (He hastily pulls 
open the case.) See here! Feast your 
eyes upon this! (He holds up the 


soiled tunic for all to see and then 
sits back gazing at it in astonishment 
and horror.) 

Loti (Screaming with delight): That 
dirty old tunic! 

ist SotprerR (Seizing Pruio and drag- 
ging him to his feet): How dare you 
insult the Montezuma with such a 
rag? 

Crowp (In anger): Let him die! Let 
him die! 

Montezuma (Holding up his hand for 
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silence): No, wait! He no doubt has 
a weak mind. (70 Pizi0) Since you 
think this so lovely a garment, you 
shall wear it in the procession at 
the Great Fair. (Shouts of laughter 
from the crowd. Pruti0o tries to protest, 
but MonTEzuMA waves him away.) 
It has been decided. We shall look 
forward to seeing you at the end of 
the line where all the city may feast 
their eyes upon you. (Amid jeers 
and laughter, the tunic is thrust into 
Prui0’s hands, and he is led away by 
Sotprers, still protesting. Lorut, 
from the wall behind the King, gently 
lowers her wreath until it rests about 
his shoulders.) 

Montezuma (Looking up at Lotti): 
You, too, little one? I suppose you 
would have a reward for this gar- 
land? 

Loti (Laughing): I have already had 
my reward, -Greatest One! But I 
do desire a golden wand for my 
brother. 

Montezuma (Laughing too): So you 

would have him made a Chief of 

State already! Well, he shall have 

his golden wand if he studies hard 

at the Court School where I am 
going to place him. (As Neuza falls 
to his knees in gratitude) You shall 
see that Montezuma does not soon 
forget a perfect gift. (7’o his NoBLEs) 

But come! It grows late and our 

evening rites are yet to be performed. 

(With a sweep of his hand, Monts- 

ZUMA summons his court and leaves 

the roof, the family of Umac pros- 

trating themselves until all the visitors 
have disappeared over the parapet. 

Then they rise and watch the departing 

crowd until the processional music 





and voices have died away.) 

Cuaucui (Slowly turning from the para- 
pet): It is almost sunset, children. 
Nearly time for the evening meal. 

Xanr: How red the altar fires look 
against the embankment as _ the 
night comes on! 

AuiTza: I hope they are carrying my 
prayers of thankfulness to heaven 
for my good fortune and my good 
friends. (AuiTzA and Xan link 
hands and move slowly toward the 
left.) 

Lori (Suddenly scrambling down from 
the wall): Oh, dear! We forgot! We 
forgot! Something terribly un- 
lucky will surely happen! 

Umac: What have we forgotten, little 
one? 

Loti: None of us has made a single 
sacrifice before our household altars 
this day! 

Neza (In dismay): 
Father! Not a one! 

Cuatcut: I think you are wrong, son. 
I saw several sacrifices here today. 
Is that not true, Father? (Umac 
nods.) 

Neza (Turning to his mother in sur- 
prise): In our family? 

Cuautcut: Perhaps yours was the 
greatest sacrifice of all, my child. 
(As Nwza continues to look at her in 
surprise) Have you forgotten your 
cape of feathers? (Nxza shakes his 
head.) “A perfect gift,”’ the Mon- 
tezuma said. (After a pause) Yes, 
there have been some beautiful sacri- 
fices here today. (She looks out over 
the parapet and then back to her 
family with a gentle smile.) I am 

sure the gods are pleased. 

THE END 


That’s right, 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Caps or FEATHERS 


Characters: 9 male; 4 female; as many male 
and female extras as desired to be slaves, 
playmates of Neza, priests, priestesses, 
soldiers, nobles, and people of the city. 
Playing Time: 25 minutes. 
Costumes: The female characters wear bright 
skirts and sleeveless tunics decorated with 
Aztec designs. The male characters wear 
hipcloths and square mantles. Both male 
and female characters have bright bands 
about the foreheads, beads, and bracelets. 
Lotli’s skirt is shorter than those of the 
other girls, and her under-tunic is covered 
with a short, white over-tunic which is very 
soiled and rumpled. Illustrations for cos- 
tumes and setting may be obtained from 
The National Geographic Magazine for 
June, 1937. 
Properties: A cape of feathers (made of vari- 
colored pieces of tarlatan tacked at one end 
to a satin background), a woven bag or case 
to hold the cape, a basket of embroider 
threads, a basket containing a floral wreat 
of crepe paper and a bone needle, a large 
Indian rug or hanging for Alitza’s hiding 
lace, rhythm instruments, a recording of 
ndian music for Alitza’s dance (optional), 
leather pouch, a fancy square sunshade (a 
cardboard box top idee to a long handle), 
lances or wooden swords for the soldiers, 
bow and quiver of arrows, a rustic staff for 
Umac, golden staffs for the chief nobles and 
priests, floor mats, water vase, water bowl, 
two towels, wooden dishes of food, two pot- 
tery cups, and chocolate urn. 


Setting: A roof garden. Covered boxes or 


benches across the back and along the right 
side of the stage form a parapet at the roof 
edge. Steps run from right to left behind 
the wall, parallel to it, and end at center 
stage. There is an altar down right near 
the wall, and a tall screen in the corner be- 
hind it, which hides the actors as they start 
up the steps, so that they appear to be 
climbing up from the street. This screen is 
covered with a large rug behind which 
Alitza can be hidden. There is a mat down 
right and a low table which holds the flower 
basket. Flowers and potted plants deck the 
walls and altar. If possible, there should be 
a backdrop behind the parapet showing a 
panorama of city roofs. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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Characters 
KING 
QUEEN 
PRINCESS 
Ist Lapy In WAITING 
2np Lapy In WAITING 
Dancers, three 
JESTER 
MAGICIAN 
Guasses MAn 

Time: Springtime. 

Serrina: The throne room of the palace. 

Ar Rise: Lapres 1x WAITING enter 
right, dabbing at their eyes with big, 
pastel-colored handkerchiefs. 

Isr Lapy: I wish we could think of 
some way to make the Princess stop 
crying. 

Princess (Crying offstage left): Boo 
hoo, boo hoo, boo hoo! 

2np Lapy: There she goes again. She’s 
making me cry too. (Dabbing her 
eyes) I’ve splashed tears all over my 
new gown. pth 

Princess (Crying ‘offstage): Boo hoo. 
(Ete.) 

lst Lapy: So have I. She’s making 
everybody sad — all over the palace. 
The cook’s crying into the soup. 

2nD Lapy: The royal gardener is cry- 
ing onto the flower beds — and 
we’ve had plenty of rain. 

Isr Lapy: And the Prime Minister 
can’t sign his important documents. 
He’s crying, too, and his tears keep 
making blots on the papers. 
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Princess (Crying offstage): Boo hoo. 

2np Lapy: Are their royal Majesties 
with the Princess now? 

lst Lapy: Yes, in the garden (Nod- 
ding left) trying to comfort her. 
But she is only crying louder. 

2np Lapy: What does she want this 
time? 

ist Lapy: Who knows? The moon or 
the biggest star in the sky. 

2np Lapy: Or the whole world on a 
golden platter. Why can’t she be 
satisfied? This is the most beautiful 
kingdom in all the world, especially 
now when it’s springtime. 

lst Lapy: But if it’s springtime with 
the kingdom full of flowers and sun- 
shine, the Princess wishes it were 
winter. I heard her say yesterday 
she wished for a great blizzard — 
just because she wanted someone to 
find her a perfect snowflake. 

2np Lapy (Sighing): Dear me, dear 
me. (They listen toward left.) Listen, 
the Princess hasn’t cried for a whole 
minute. Perhaps the King and 
Queen are being successful. 

Princess (Offstage, louder crying): 
Boo hoo! 

lst Lapy: Not a chance. They’ve 
spoiled her since the day she was 
born. What more can they do? 
Why, only think, for her birthday a 
doll with eyes made from diamonds. 

2np Lapy: And for Christmas a golden 
carriage. 


ler Lapy: And every day something 
else. It goes on and on. (Looking 
left) Shhh, here they come. (The 
KING and QUEEN sweep in from left. 
The LavIEs curtsy.) 

QuEEN: Well, my dear King, you’ve 
done it again. You’ve succeeded in 
making her cry harder. 

Princess (Offstage, louder): Boo hoo 
— boo hoo! 

Kina (Annoyed): I did what I could, 
my dear. I gave her my best crown 
to play with. The one with the 
royal ruby. 

QuEEN: Yes, and she threw it into the 
royal duck pond. And you cer- 
tainly don’t look kingly without it. 
(She goes to downstage throne and 
sits.) 

Isr Lapy: I'll fetch you another 
crown, your majesty. (She goes to 
chest, opens tt, and takes out a crown. 
The Kina sits on upstage throne. 
She curtsies before him, holding out 
crown.) Your crown, your Majesty. 

Kine (Taking crown and putting it on): 
Thank you. Remind me to have the 
gardener rake the duck pond. (He 
leans back and closes his eyes.) 

QuEEN: Now, don’t go to sleep. Sit up 
and try to look royal for a change. 

Kina (Straightening up): Yes, my 
dear. 

QuEEN: You’ve got to think of some- 
thing to make the Princess stop cry- 
ing. 

Kine: But I don’t know what she 
wants. It can’t be curly hair — that 
was last week. And we ordered 
twelve permanent wavers to come 
at once. 

QuEEN: No, it isn’t curly hair this 

time but I think I know. She’s been 
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doesn’t like the color of them. 

KinG (Startled): What’s that? 

QurEn: Yes, I think she wants brown 
eyes instead of blue. 

Lapigs: Brown eyes instead of blue. 
Goodness gracious me! 

Kine: My dear Queen, that’s an im- 
possible wish. 

QuEEN: Impossible or not, you’ll have 
to do something. Call the court 
Magician. 

Kina: It’s no use. He’s good at card 
tricks, he can pull a rabbit from a 
hat, but he couldn’t change the color 
of her eyes. (The PRINCESS enters 
left crying into a large fancy handker- 
chief.) 

Princess: Boo hoo! (The Lapims 
curtsy and dab at their eyes.) I don’t 
like my eyes—I don’t like my 
eyes. Boo hoo. 

QuEEN (70 Kina): See, what did I tell 
you? 

Kine (7o Princess): But my dear, 
you have very nice blue eyes. 

Princess: I don’t like them — I don’t 
like them — 

QuEEN: She wants brown eyes. 

Princgss: No, I don’t. 

Kine: Oh dear me. Green or yellow 
perhaps? 

Princess: No—I just don’t want 
them red. I looked in the mirror 
and they’re all red. 

Kin@: Red. You just don’t want them 
red. Well, that’s a relief.... My 
child, that’s from crying. If you stop 
crying, they won’t be red any more. 

Princess: But how can I stop crying — 
until I get what I want? Boo hoo! 

QueEEN: Then tell us what it is — 
quickly. 
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Kina: Yes, I’ll go to the royal treasury 
at once. We'll get it — anything 
you want — anything! 

Princess: I don’t want things — I’m 
tired of things. A mother of pearl 
bed — an ermine bathrobe — an 
amethyst tea set — I’ve got every- 
thing. 

Kine: Then what can you want? 

Princess: I just want to be happy. 
Boo hoo. 

QuEEN: There, you see. That’s what 
she wants. She just wants to be 
happy. The poor child. We'll have 
to do something. 

Kine (All smiles): Of course — and 
for once it’s easy. I won’t have to 
spend a cent. The royal exchequer 
can get back on a budget. Just to 
be happy — why, we’ll take care of 
that in no time. 

ist Lapy (Curitsying): Oh, King, I hope 
you'll pardon my impudence. But 
it’s not so simple — in fact, it’s the 
whole crux of the matter. 

2np Lapy (Curtsying): It may not be 
as easy as you think, your Majesty. 

Kine: But of course it’s easy. Be 
quick. (Waving them off right) Call 
the court Jester. He makes people 
laugh — and when they laugh they 
are happy. 

Lapies (Rushing off right calling): 
Jester, Jester, to their Majesties’ 
throne room! 

QUEEN (Rising from throne and turning 

to Kina): Maybe you are right for a 

change. (Taking Princess by the 

hand and leading her to small throne) 

Sit on your throne, Princess, and 

listen to the funny Jester. (PRINCESS 

sits pouting. QUEEN returns to her 
throne. The JusteR rushes in fol- 





lowed by Lapies and bows low before 

the thrones.) 

JESTER: Your Majesties wish to jest? 

Kine: No, we don’t want to jest. We 
want you to jest. The Princess 
wants to be happy. I command you 
make her laugh. 

Jester (Looks solemn for a moment 
scratching his head, and then recites): 
His Majesty’s crown with the ruby 

on top 
Got thrown in the pond and it made 
a big plop. 

Kine (Starting to laugh): Haw — 
haw — haw. (He suddenly siops 
laughing as Princess starts crying 
again.) 

Princess: Boo hoo — boo hoo! 

QurEEN: I don’t see anything funny 
about that. (She motions off right.) 
Away with him. (The Jester, look- 
ing frightened, runs off right.) Now, 
my dear, please stop crying. We'll 
try something else. (7'o Laprms) 
The court Dancers. They’ll make 
her feel merry. Call the court 
Dancers. 

lst Lapy: We told them to be ready, 
Majesty. (Pointing right) Here 
they come now. (Three little Danc- 
ERS run in from right. They curtsy 
low before the thrones and then dance 
and sing.) 

Dancers: Happy little Dancers, one 

two, three (Each points to herself) 
Tripping in so merrily, 
We'll make the princess feel so gay, 
She’ll laugh and sing the livelong 

day! (They continue dancing but 
slower and slower as PRINCESS starts 
crying again. They look frightened 
and rush off right at extra loud oul- 
burst.) 








Kine (Shaking his head): Dancers. (To 
QuEEN) A fine idea you _ had. 
(Pointing to Princess) She'll laugh 
and sing the livelong day. 

QUEEN: Well, you think of something 
better. 

2nv Lapy (Curtsying): Your Majesties, 
the court Magician is waiting to en- 
tertain the Princess. 

Kine: Very well, very well, show him 
in. (2nd Lapy starts right and 
beckons. The MAGICIAN enters, carry- 
ing a large black hat upside down in 
one hand and a short black stick in the 
other. He spreads his arms wide as 
he bows low before the thrones.) 

Maaician: At your Majesties’ com- 
mand. 

QUEEN: We command you to make the 
Princess happy. See what you can 
do. 

Maaician: It’s a pleasure, your Ma- 
jesty. (He stands at stage center and 
stirs in hat with the stick.) 

Mumbo jumbo, mumbo jumbo, 
Closely watch this trick; (Then 
leaving stick in hat and taking out egg 
he holds it up toward PRINcEss.): 
If you sit upon this egg, 

It may become a chick. 

Princess: Boo hoo, boo hoo, I don’t 
want an egg. I had one for breakfast. 

Kine: That won’t do. Try again. 

Maaician (Putting egg back in hat and 

L’ stirring again and looking nervous): 
Mumbo jumbo, mumbo jumbo, 

For a princess what could be 

A nicer thing to play with 

Than a bunny rabbit. See! (He 

smiles as he takes toy rabbit from hat 

and holds it up. The KinG and 

QuEEN lean forward and look at 
PRINCESS. ) 








Princess (Crying louder): Boo hoo, 
boo hoo, I don’t want a rabbit. 

QuEEN: It’s no good. She doesn’t 
want a rabbit She just wants to be 
happy. 

Maaician: But, your Majesty, I can’t 
pull happiness from a hat. 

QuEEN: Well, if you can’t, what are 
you here for? (Motioning right) 
Away! (MaGIcIAN runs off right.) 
Now, what’ll we do? 

Kina: He’s right, you know. No one 
can pull happiness out of a hat. It’s | 
too complicated. Different things 
make different people happy. 

QueEN: I know, and if only she could 
tell us the things she wants. 

Princess (Crying): Boo hoo. 
you I don’t want things. I’ve got 
lots of things. I just want to be 
happy. Boo hoo — (She stops crying 
and looks toward window at the sound | 
of a scissors grinder’s bell offstage.) 

QueEN: Shhh, what was that? 

Guasses Man (Off stage, calling in sing- 
songy voice): Glasses, glasses, who 

wants to buy my glasses? 
Anyone can be, happy like me, 
If they wear a pair of my glasses! 
(The bell sounds again.) 

Kina: Well, well, who is it? He says 
anyone can be happy. 

Ist Lapy: It’s the Glasses Man, your 
Majesty. He walks the streets try- 
ing to sell his eye glasses. But very 
few people ever buy any. 

KinG: But that’s strange. If he doesn’t 
sell any, he must be very poor. And 
yet he sounds happy. 

2np Lapy: Oh, he is, Majesty. He’s 

the happiest man in the whole king- 

dom. He’s the happiest man I’ve 
ever seen. 
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QuEEN: Well then, maybe he knows 
the secret. Maybe he can help the 
Princess. Call him in. Don’t let him 
get away. 

Ist Lapy (Rushing to window and lean- 
ing out calling): Glasses Man, 
Glasses Man! — The King and 
Queen command that you come in. 
(Then motioning left) Around this 
way —through the garden. (70 
QUEEN) He’s coming right in, your 
Majesty. 

QuEEN: Well, I don’t suppose it will 
do any good but we have to try 
everything. 

Princess (Crying): Boo hoo, boo hoo! 

Kine: Now, now, my dear, dry your 
eyes. The nice Glasses Man is com- 
ing. 

Princess (Crying): I don’t want any 
glasses. (They all look left as bell 
sounds off left.) 

YLASSES Man (Off left and as he enters 
pushing his cart): Glasses, glasses, 

who wants to buy my glasses? 

Anyone can be, happy like me, 
If they wear a pair of my glasses! 
(The cart can be a teawagon with signs 
on the sides reading ‘Rose-Colored 
Glasses.” On the cart are a pile of 
glasses, a large carrot and two squares 
of cardboard with modernistic pictures 
on them. The GLAssEs MAN ts wear- 
ing a pair of his pink glasses. He 
slops near stage center and smiles 
cheerfully) Hello, everybody. Some- 
one want to see me? 

ist Lapy (Shocked) : Glasses Man, your 
hat! You’re in the presence of their 
Majesties. The King, the Queen, 
the Princess. 

Giasses Man (Smiling and sweeping 
off his hat and bowing): Well, well, 
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one big happy family. I’m pleased 
to meet you. (He puts hat back on, 
picks up carrot and takes bite.) 

QUEEN (Annoyed): Pleased to meet 
us. Well, I should think so. King, 
speak to him. 

Kina: Yes, my dear. Er — a — Glasses 
Man, we are not a happy family. 
That’s why we called you in here. 
The Princess is unhappy and she is 
making all the rest of us unhappy. 

Guasses Man: But that’s ridiculous. 
All she needs is a pair of my rose- 
colored glasses. Maybe you all need 
them. It’s surprising what a differ- 
ence they make. 

QurEN: It doesn’t make sense to me. 
(To Kine) Make him prove it. And 
who gave him permission to chew on 
that carrot in our presence? 

Kine: Yes, yes, why are you chewing 
on that carrot? 

Guasses Man: Because I’m hungry, 
your Majesty, and it’s lunch time. 

Kine: Lunch? Do you call that a 
lunch? Look, my man, if you can 
make the Princess happy, I’ll not 
only pay you well but I’ll give you a 
meal such as you’ve never had be- 


fore. Fried peacock wings with 
hummingbird livers and skylark 
pudding for dessert. 


Guasses Man: My, my, your Majesty, 
you do seem to run to birds. But, 
no, thank you, I prefer my carrot. 

Kina: Very well, have it your own 
way. But tell me about these 
glasses. How do they work? 

Guasses Man: It’s very simple, your 
Majesty. There is good and there is 
bad in the world. There is a bright 
side and a dark side. Sometimes all 
we see is the dark side. With my 





rose-colored glasses we see the 
bright side, and that makes us 
happy. 

QuEEN: Impossible. You mean that 
those glasses you are wearing can 
change the whole world? 

Giasses Man: No, your Majesty, 
they don’t change the world, but 
they do change the way I sce the 
world. 

Queen: I don’t believe it. Prove it to 
me. 

Guasses Man: Gladly. (Holding up 
carrot.) Now, we’ll take this carrot 
as an example. (He removes his 
glasses.) Without my glasses, what 
do I see? An ordinary carrot, noth- 
ing more. (Putting on glasses) But 
with the glasses on — ahhh — this 
is different. A beautiful color to 
equal anything in your Majesties’ 
erowns. (Sniffing at carrot) An 
aroma as of freshly plowed fields. 
(Taking a small bite) And a delicious 
flavor. And vitamins that give 
strength to the eyes and other parts 
of the body. A four-course dinner 
that can’t be equaled by all the pea- 
cocks and hummingbirds and sky- 
larks in the world. 

Kine: Remarkable — remarkable. But 
will it work on the Princess? How 
do we know? 

yLassEs Man: Oh, I know she needs 
my glasses but we can make a test. 
(He takes one of the pictures and 
hangs it on the front of his cart facing 
the Princess. Then picks up a patr 
of glasses.) These should be the 


right size. (He stands near PRINCESS.) 
Princess: I don’t want glasses. 
Guasses Man: Now, now, just 4 
Look at that picture, 


minute. 








Princess, and tell me what you see. 

Princess (Looking at picture and pout- 
ing): It looks like an old dirty alley 
full of garbage. 

Guasses Man: Yes, just as I thought. 
But now put on the glasses. (He tries 
to put them on the PRINCESS.) 

Princess (Slapping his hand away): I 
don’t want glasses. 

QureEN: Oh dear, she doesn’t want 
glasses. 

Kine (Half rising): I’ve had enough of 
this. Princess, if you don’t want 
glasses, do you want a royal spank- 
ing? (Lapres giggle. Kina frowns at 
Lapies, then turns to PRINCESS) 
Well? 

Princess: All — all right. 

Guasses Man: That’s better. (He puis 
glasses on PRINCESS.) 

Princess (Smiling): Why — why — 
it’s all different. Now it looks like a 
beautiful garden full of flowers. 

Guasses Man: See, what did I tell you? 
(He goes to his cart and takes first pic- 
ture off and picks up other one.) Now, 
Princess, take off your glasses, 
please. (She takes them off and starts 
to pout. GLasses MAN hangs other 
picture on cart.) Now, what do you 
see? 

Princess (Almost crying): Oh, it’s 
awful. It’s a dark-looking room full 
of cobwebs and spiders. 

Guasses Man: Now, please put your 
glasses on. 

Princess (Putting on glasses and smil- 
ing): It’s —it’s all changed. Now 
it’s a picture of this throne room 
and —and—why, it’s the most 
beautiful throne room in the world. 
(She looks around.) And I never 


















ee. knew it before. Everything is 
out- beautiful. 
alley KinG (All smiles): Wonderful, wonder- 
ful. My good man, have you a pair 
ight. that will fit the Queen? Maybe I can 
tries save the cost of redecorating this 
place. 
y): I Guasses Man: Certainly, I have. (He 
picks up another pair and holds them 
want toward QuEEN. She frowns and holds 
back.) 
th of KinG: Try them on, my dear, try them 
want on. 
ank- QUEEN (Putting on glasses and then 
ns at smiling): Why, it is a beautiful room. 
'ESS) KinG: Well, I do declare, you’d better 
give me a pair. 
XLASSES MAN: By all means, your 
puts Majesty. (Going quickly to cart and 
taking pair to Kina who puts them 
y— on.) 
che 9 Kine (Turning toward QUEEN and 
smiling): My most beauteous Queen, 
you? we are happy. 
t pie- QUEEN (Smiling): Yes, my most won- 
Now, derful King. And best of all, the 
aes Princess is happy. 
shins Princess (Rising): Why can’t every- 
pte one be happy? 
you Guiasses Man: They can be. But it’s 
so simple that most people pass me 
it’s and my glasses by. They think they 
n full must hunt for wealth or honor or 
power — things like that. They are 
your so busy trying to get these things 
that they don’t see the good things 
aL all around them. Now, if they’d only 
pit look at the world through my rose- 
Now colored glasses — 
sioner Kine: They will. I’ll issue a royal de- 
most cree. Everyone in my kingdom is to 
sored wear rose-colored glasses. And we'll 


start right here in the palace. (Mo- 
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tioning towurd Lapigs) Give the 
ladies glasses. (Motioning right) Call 
the others in. 

Ist Lapy (Takes glasses from GLASSES 
Man, puts them on and goes right 
smiling and calling): Jester, court 
Dancers, Magician! (2Np Lapy puts 
on glasses and stands smiling. JESTER, 
Dancers, and MAGIcIAN rush in 
right, looking frightened, then stop in 
amazement as they see the PRINCESS 
smiling and everyone happy.) 

Jesters, Dancers, and MAGICIAN: 
What’s happened? 

Maaicran: The Princess is smiling. 

JesTeR: She looks happy. 

Dancers: Everyone looks happy. 

Princess (Happily): We are happy. 
And you will be, too, when you get 
your rose-colored glasses. 

GuassEs Man (Handing out glasses): 
Here you are. Put them on, put 
them on. (They all put on glasses 
and smile. Princess at center lifts 
her arms gaily as she says the follow- 
ing. The others join in happily. The 
Dancers dance. The JESTER shakes 
his staff and rings his bells.. The 
Maaician keeps smiling and pulling 
things from his hat — rabbits, eggs, 
colored handkerchiefs, anything. Kina, 
QUEEN, GLassEes MAN, and LapiEs 
gather round and join in, too.) 

ALL: Oh, we’re so very happy, 

We want to dance and sing; 
We've got rose-colored glasses 
By order of the King. 

They make us see the bright side 
Of everything we see; 

So everybody’s happy, 

As happy as can be. 

Guasses Man (Stepping forward with 
handful of glasses. To audience): 





Why don’t you try my glasses? You will feel happy, too. 

I’ve still got quite a few; (Tossing glasses into audience) 
Why not see the bright side? So here’s a pair and here’s a pair 
It’s quite the thing to do. For you and you and you! 

When everything looks rosy, THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


THE PRINCESS AND 
THE RosE-CoLORED GLASSES 


Characters: 4 male; 7 female. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

Costumes: Ladies in Waiting wear long, pastel- 
colored dresses with full skirts. King and 
Queen wear royal robes. The King is bare- 
headed upon entering, while the Queen 
wears a crown. The Princess wears a rich- 
looking dress which sparkles with sequins. 
The Jester is dressed in a typical costume. 
He has bells on his cap, and carries a short 
staff with a miniature jester’s head on one 
end of it. The Dancers wear ballet costumes 
and the Magician wears a black suit and a 
black bow tie. The Glasses Man is dressed 
in an old battered hat and shabby clothes 
which are covered by _bright-colored 
patches. 


Properties: Two pastel handkerchiefs, crown, 
large fancy handkerchief, black top hat, 
short black stick, hard-boiled egg, toy rab- 
bit, scissors grinder’s bell, two dozen rose- 
colored glasses made of cardboard and 
painted pink, a large carrot, two modern- 
istic pictures (one can be big blobs of differ- 
ent colors smeared together and the other 
can be an angular design in different colors), 
a teawagon or a pushcart. 


Setting: A throne room. This may be as 
simple or as elaborate as desired. There 
should be two large thrones, with a smaller 
one between them, set diagonally facing 
downstage left. There is a window in the 
center of the upstage wall. Under the win- 
dow is a low box or chest. There are en- 
trances at right and left. 


Lighting: No special effects. 














Part Three 


Lower Grades 








Characters 
VENDER 
BrEtry 
RosE 
LiLy 
ORCHID 
IRIs 
ASTER 
Daisy 
Poppy 
GARDENIA 
VIOLET 
TuLip 
CARNATION 
JONQUIL 
SUNFLOWER 
ZINNIA 

SETTING: An outdoor flower vender’s 
stall. 

Ar Rise: FLOWER VENDER stands be- 
hind his stall fixing flowers in. vases. 
Many children dressed as flowers are 
standing and sitting around stall. 

VenDER (Calling): Buy your flowers 
here . ... get your lovely flowers for 
Mother’s Day. (FLowers lift their 
heads proudly and smile at each 
other.) Hurry ... hurry ... hurry... 
get your flowers while they last. (He 
gets a sign from stall and comes out 
with hammer and tacks it up on stall 
while FLowEers watch with interest. 
It reads: “Flowers For Mother’s 


Day.”’ He stands back and looks at it 
cocking head. Goes behind stall again 





Flowers for Mother 


by Marjorie Ann York 


whistling a gay tune, and rearranges 
FLowers. FLowers busy themselves 
smoothing down their petals and 
shaking thetr head-dresses. Brrry 
enters slowly from right, clutching a 
huge piggy bank and stands watch- 
ing. VENDER, seeing Berry stops 
whistling.) What can I do for you, 
little lady? 

Berry (Glances around as if looking for 
someone and then turns to VENDER): 
My name is Betty. 

VENDER (Laughing): Well, Betty, what 
can I do for you? 

Berry (Moving nearer to stall): I want 
some flowers for Mother. 

VENDER (Pushing back straw hat and 
putting thumbs in overall straps): 
You’ve come to the right place. 
Yessiree! 

Berty (Anciously): 
many? 

VENDER (Waving hand toward FLow- 
ERS): All those. Just take your pick. 

Berry (Twirls around looking at FLow- 
ERS. Some FLowers bow to her, some 
curtsy and all smile.) Oh, how lovely! 
(Claps hands in glee) 

VENDER (Proudly): My flowers are the 
best in the whole world. (FLowErRs 
bob heads in agreement and giggle 
among themselves.) 

Berry (Nodding head): Oh yes, I’m 
sure they are. (FLowERS smile and 
nod heads to her.) 


Do you have 








VENDER: Well, Betty, which flowers 
will it be? 

Berry (Pointing wildly at various 
FLowErs): One of those . . . and that 
one... and that ... and one of 
those red ones . . . and a yellow one. 

VENDER (Holding up hand): Whoa! 
Now wait a minute, young lady. 

Berry (Turns to him): What’s the 
matter? 

VENDER (Smiling): That’s a heap of 
flowers for one person. 

Berry (Clutching bank closer and 
smiling proudly): They’re for my 
mother. 

VENDER (Nodding head): Well, that’s 
real nice, but they cost lots of money. 
(FLowers all nod heads firmly.) 

Berry (Smiling): Yes, I know. I have 
lots. See. (Puts piggy bank on 
counter ) 

VENDER (Picks up bank and shakes it. 
It doesn’t sound very full.) Are you 
sure? 

Berry (Nodding head firmly): Oh, 
yes. Count it and see. 

VENDER (Empties bank and counts 
pennies slowly while Betty watches 
anxiously. FLowers lean forward 
and move closer): Five... ten . 
fifteen . . . (He looks at Berry and 
holds pennies in one hand.) 

Berry (Smiling): Now I may take all 
the flowers home. 

VENDER (Puts coins in other hand): 
Well... 

Betry: Mayn’t I? 
closer.) 

VENDER (Shakes head 
afraid not, little lady. 
money to her) 

Berry (Disappointed): What flowers 

may I take? 


(FLOWERS move 


sadly): I’m 
(Holds out 
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VENDER (Puts money in her hand, 
firmly): None at all. 

Berry: None? 

VPNDER (Firmly): Nope. Not enough 
pennies here for even one. (Berry 
stands looking sadly at coins in hand.) 
I have to go deliver some flowers. 
(Picks up basket of flowers from 
floor, comes from behind stall, and 
pats Berry on head) Sorry, little 
lady, but you’d best run off and get 
your mother something else. 

Betty (Unhappily): But she loves 
flowers best. 

VENDER (Kindly): Maybe next year, 
Betty. You come back next year. 
(Pats her head again) 

Berry: Couldn’t I even take a little 
one for this? (Puts hand with money 
in it toward him) 

VENDER (Sighs): Tell you what, Betty. 
If you find a flower that will go with 
you for that money, then you take it 
home. (Shakes head sadly and exits 
left followed by a few FLOWERs. 
FLoweErs who are leaving turn to look 
at Berry who is sadly dropping pen- 
nies, one by one, into bank. They 
wave, but she doesn’t notice. They 
shake their heads sadly and exit. 
Rest of FLowrrs sigh, and go back to 
their places.) 

Berry (Unhappily): Oh dear, what 
shall I do? (Looks around at Fiow- 
ERS. They turn their heads away) 
Won’t any of you come with me? 
(FLowERS move a bit but keep heads 
turned. Berry rushes over and pulls 
the Ross to standing position.) Please, 
beautiful Rose, come with me. 

Ross (Pulls away angrily): Let me go! 

Berry: Sorry, I didn’t mean to pull 

you. (She starts to brush off Rosr’s 
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petal skirt, but Rose pulls away and 
stamps foot) 

RosE: Go away! I’ll not go with you. 
(Proudly) I’m a beautiful flower. 
Berry (Nodding): Oh, you really are. 
Rose (Looking at other flowers): I’m 
the most beautiful flower. (Other 
FLowers look at her, snicker and 
whisper among themselves behind their 
hands. Rose tosses head and looks at 
Berry.) I won’t go with just any- 

body. 

Berry: But you’re for Mother. 

Rose (Sniffs and tosses head): I’m for 
nobody with that. (Points scorn- 
fully at piggy bank, tosses head again 
and walks over to other side. Sits by 
herself admiring her petals.) 

Berry (Running to Lity): You, Lily, 
will you come? 

Lity (Stands and puts arm around 
Berry): I’m sorry I can’t. 

Berry (Sadly): Please. 

Lity (Shaking head): I'd like to, but I 
can’t. I only go out at Easter. 

Berry (Patting Lity’s hand): Thank 
you anyway, lovely flower. 

Lity (Smiles and sits down): Come 
back for me at Easter. 

Berry (Smiling): Yes, I will. (Puts 
hand on Tuutp’s shoulder) How 
about you? 

Tuuip (Bows low): Sorry, but I have to 
go somewhere else. 

Berry (Anziously): To 
mother? 


someone’s 


Tun (Proudly): Yes, indeed. 

Berry: I hope you like each other. 

Tunrp (Nodding head firmly): We will. 
(He pinches Orcuip. Berry turns to 
her, but Orcuip pulls her petals 
away, tosses her head scornfully at 





Berry and Tuuip and goes over to 
join Rose.) 

CARNATION (Gets up and goes to 
Betty): I’d like to go with you, but 
my whole family is going so many 
other places. 

Berry (Sadly): I suppose so. 

CaRNATION: Cheer up, you'll find a 
flower. (He links arms with Ture 
and they skip off, left, whistling a 
merry tune.) 

Berry (Turning slowly): Will you 
come, Iris? (Iris shakes head and 
moves away from Berry.) How 
about you, Aster? 

Aster: Oh no, not me. (Goes over to 
join Iris) 

Berry (Anziously): You, Daisy? 

Daisy (Shaking head): No, I can’t. 

Berry (More anxiously): Jonquil — 
you? (He shakes head no, pulls 
Darsy to her feet. They join ASTER 
and Iris. Berry goes to SUNFLOWER.) 
You will, won’t you, Sunflower? (He 
shakes head and backs toward the 
waiting group of flowers. They start 
slowly left.) 

ZINNIA (Firmly): I'm not going with 
you either. (Strides after other Fuow- 
ERS) 

Poppy (Getting up): Nor I. 
after ZINNIA.) 

Berry (Running back to Orcuip and 
Rose): Please, please come. 

Orcuip and Rose (Getting up): Go 
away! 

Betty (Putting out hands to them): 
Please, please! 

Orcuip and Rose (Shouting): No — 
no — No! (Turn away tossing heads 
and follow other FLowers off, left) 

Betry (Starting to sob): Gardenia? 
(GARDENIA follows Rose and Or- 


(She goes 


CHID withoul even answering.) Please, 
won't any of you come? (Rest of 
FLOWERS move away toward exit.) 

FLowers (Shaking heads): No, none of 
us. (They exit slowly.) 

Berry (Running after them): Wait, 
please wait. (They keep on going. 
Berry comes back slowly, hanging 
head and crying.) Oh dear, what 
shall I get for Mother. (Pulls out 
handkerchief, dries eyes and goes to 
bank. As she picks up bank she sees a 
small purple FLOWER peeping at her 
from stall. Puts bank down again and 
FLOWER disappears. She _ calls 
loudly) I see you hiding. (No an- 
swer. Louder) I see you. Come out. 
(Berry starts tiptoeing around right 
of stall to back. As she goes, VIOLET 
tiptoes out from left. Brrry behind 
counter turns and sees VIOLET. 
Shouts) 1 see you. (Rushes from be- 
hind stall and grabs VioterT by hand. 
VIOLET tries to pull away.) I won’t 
hurt you. The rest of the flowers 
went that way. (Points left) You’ll 
have to hurry to catch them. (Lets 
VIoLET go and gives her a little push 


toward exit. Picks up bank and staris 
slowly toward right.) 

VioLtet (Shyly turning and watching 
her): Wait for me. (Berry keeps on 
going, Louder) Wait for me. 

Berry (Turns and waves): Goodbye, 
Violet. You’re very sweet. (Turns 
again and starts toward exit) 

VioLtet (Runs after Berry and shyly 
takes her hand): (ll go with you. 

Berry (Stops): To my mother? 

Viotet: Oh, yes. (Hangs head) Will 
she like me? 

Berry (Happily): She'll love you. 
(Sadly shaking piggy bank) But I 
haven’t enough pennies. 

Vio.et: I don’t want pennies. (Hangs 
head) Just love. Love is all you need 
to take me to your mother. 

Berry (Putting bank on floor): Oh, 
Violet, you’re wonderful! (Hugs her. 
VioLeT laughs and grabs Berrry’s 
hand. They do a little dance.) Come, 
let’s go to Mother. (They pick up 
piggy bank together and holding it be- 
tween them, run laughing toward 
right.) 

THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


FLOWERS FoR MoTHER 

Characters: 6 male; 10 female; male and fe- 
male extras. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Vender wears overalls, bright 
checked shirt, and straw hat. Betty wears 
— summery dress with pocket for 

andkerchief. Flowers wear appropriate 
paper or cloth costumes. 

Properties: Sign: FLOWERS FOR MOTHER, 
hammer, tack or nail, flower basket for 
vender, handkerchief for Betty, vases, 
various flowers (rea] or crepe paper), piggy 
bank, fifteen pennies. 

Setting: eo center is flower vender’s 
stall gaily decorated in pink and white 
(crepe paper) stripes. No other furnishings 
necessary. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Weeping Willow’s Happy Day 


by Janice Auritt Oser 


Characters 
SuGarR MAPLE 
MAGNOLIA 
Prtcu Pine 
Waite PINE 
Rep Map.Le 
Waite Oak 
Rep CEDAR 
HEMLOCK 
Weepinc WILLOW 
FoREMAN 
LUMBERJACKS, four 
ARTIST 
DAUGHTER 
Winns, at least two 

SETTING: Forest. 


At Rise: Waite Ping, Rep Map ez, 
Wuire Oak, Rep Crepar, and Hem- 
LOCK are grouped together towards the 


center of the stage. Prrcn Pine 
stands near a rock or two on a slope, 
if possible. Other TREES are scattered 
at random on stage. W1LLoOW droops 
pathetically, sniffling into a handker- 
chief. 

SuGaAR Mapes: Poor Weeping Willow. 
I wish we could make her happy. 

Wuite Pine: We've tried everything 
we know. 

SuGcAR Map te: Isn’t there anything we 
can do, Weeping Willow? 

WitLow: You’re sweet, Sugar Maple, 
but . . . (Winps rush on, run about 
whispering in ears of Wuite PINE 
and other TREES near him.) 

SuGAR MApteE: Those winds are whis- 
pering among the trees again. — 
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MaaGnouia (With Southern accent): I 
declare, won't they ever learn it’s not 
polite to whisper in public like that? 

Pitch Pine: What are they saying, 
anyway? 

Waite Pine: They’re whispering that 
the men from the Company are com- 
ing to choose again. 

WILLow: What are they choosing? 

Rep Map.e: Why trees, of course. 
Every year they come and choose the 
trees they want and take them 
away with them. 

Macnouia: I declare, and here I am 
not even looking my best. It’s too 
cold for me to bring out my lovely 
white flowers. I’m sure their luscious 
fragrance would impress them. 
(WINDS run offstage, making whoosh- 
ing sounds.) 

Waire Oak: Oh, the men from the 
Company will hardly look at you 
anyway. They’ll be more interested 

_in me. 

Prircu Prine: And why will they be so 
interested in you? 

Wauire Oak; Well, I don’t want to 
brag, of course — 

Prrcu Pine: Of course. 

Waite Oak (Frowning at Prrcu PINgE): 
But I make very valuable lumber. 
Yes sir, the birds and squirrels 
around here will be doing without 
my acorns for their dinner tables 
when the men from the Company 
take a look at me. 

Wiittow: Goodness, White Oak, do 








you think they’ll take me? I’m so 
bored here with nothing to do. 

Rep Cepar: Can’t you find anything 
to do, Weeping Willow? 

WitLow (Sniffling, dabbing eyes with 
handkerchief): No, Red Cedar. I 
was planted here to keep the sandy 
banks of the stream from slipping 
away, but it was such a small stream 
and now it’s all dried up. (Sobs) 

Rep Mapte: There she goes, weeping 
again. I’ll be glad when they take 
me away from here and make me 
into a chair or something. I make 
very nice chairs, you know. And 
other pieces of furniture, too. I — 

Ware Prine: Never mind, Red. Don’t 
forget that they use you for fuel 
sometimes, too. And I’m not bad 
for furniture myself, I must say. 

Wit.ow: Is that all the men from the 
Company want? Wood to build 
furniture and houses and things? 

Hemuock: I should say not. There are 
other uses for trees — look at me. 
People make something called ‘“tan- 
nin” from my inner bark, and it’s 
used in tanning leather. And my 
wood is made into wood pulp for 
making paper. Did you know that 
paper is made from hemlocks and 
other kinds of trees? 

WitLtow: Goodness no, Hemlock, I 
didn’t know that. (Sadly) I wish I 
could be used for something as won- 
derful as that. 

Rep Cepar: Oh that’s nothing; what 
good is paper without a pencil? The 
wood for lead pencils comes from me. 

Witiow: Oh my, are they going to 

take you away too, Red Cedar? 

Confidentially, a little birdie told 

me that he likes to perch on your 





branches because they’re so close to 
your trunk, and he feels very cosy 
and safe there. And he loves to eat 
your blue berries. The birds will 
miss you, Red Cedar. 

Rep Cepar: I’m afraid the birds in the 
neighborhood will have to get along 
without me. My wood has other 
uses, too. Believe it or not, it keeps 
moths away; so people like to line 
closets and chests with it and keep 
their woolens there in the summer- 
time. (WiNnps rush on and whisper 
in Wuite Pine’s and a few other 
TREES’ ears.) 

Waite Prive (7'0 Winp): What’s that 
again? (Winp whispers hurriedly.) 
Oh, oh, she says the men from the 
Company are almost here. (WINDS 
whirl around and exit.) Get ready, 
everybody. Look your best. 

Wittow: Oh, they’ll hardly look at 
me. (Droops more. PrtcH PINE 
twists body, holds arms in strange posi- 
tion for rest of play, if possible. Enter 
ForEMAN and LUMBERJACKS.) 

ist Man: Here’s a likely spot. 

2np Man: Some good-looking trees 
here. (TREES beam, except for Wi.- 
LOW.) 

ForEMAN: Oh, they’re O.K., I guess. 
(Trees look let-down.) But that 
Red Cedar should make a lot of lead 
pencils — or scare a lot of moths 
away. Take’er away! 

3rD Man: O.K., Chief. (Takes one of 
Rep CrEpar’s arms) 

4tH Man (Taking other arm): Here 
goes! (They march Rep Cepar off- 
stage.) 

ForeMAN: Say, here’s a White Oak. 
That’ll bring a pretty penny. Take 

‘er away! (3RD and 4TH MEN return.) 
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Ist Man: Anything you say, Chief. 
(Takes one of Wutre Oax’s arms) 

2npD Man (Takes other arm, shouts): 
TimBER! (They nonchalantly lead 
Waite Oak away.) 

3RD Man: How about this White Pine, 
Chief? 

ForEMAN: Take ’er away! (Ist and 
2ND MEN return. 3RD and 4TH MEN 
take Wuire Pinz’s arms.) 

3RD Man: Easy now. (They lead WuITE 
PINE away.) 

ForEMAN: Now the Red Maple— 
maple furniture is right in style right 
now. (Rep MaptLe beams. 3rp and 
4TH MEN return as lst and 2ND 
MEN take Rep MaPLe’s arms.) 

2nD Man (Shouts mightily): Timper! 
(They casually lead Rep Map.ie 
away.) 

FoREMAN: Just one more — take the 
Hemlock. They should get paper 
for a lot of copy books from that. 

3RD Man (Taking one of Hemiock’s 
arms): Doesn’t look much like a 
stack of copy books yet. 

4TH Man (Taking other arm): It will. 
(They lead HEMLOCK away.) 

ForEMAN (Looking around): I guess 
that’s about it. Nothing else here 
for us. (Exits) 

Maeno.ia: Well, I like that! Nothing 
else here for him! If my flowers were 
out he certainly would have noticed 
me. 

Sugar Mapte: I don’t care if he did 
pass me by. Who wants to be a 
chair, anyway? I’d much rather 
have people come and take my sap 
to make syrup and sugar candy. 

Prrcu Pine: I guess he thought I was 

too funny-looking. 





Maenouia: Why are you so funny- 
looking, Pitch Pine? 

Pircu Pine: Well, I’m small because I 
don’t get much food up here on 
these rocky hills. And the wind 
twists me into these funny shapes. 
But I don’t care; I’d just as soon 
stay here and keep the soil from slid- 
ing away. 

WIiLLow: It’s very nice of you to feel 
that way about it, Pitch Pine. 

Prrcu Pine: Aw, it’s nothing. I just 
like to be useful. 

Wittow: And you are! And so is 
Sugar Maple, and even Magnolia 
will have lovely flowers that every- 
one likes to smell. But I don’t do 
anything. . . . I’m no good to any- 
body . . . (Voice trails off, dabs eyes 
with handkerchief) 

Prrcu Prine: Gosh, don’t cry! 

Maenouia: What else can a Weeping 
Willow do? 

Wit.ow: If only I were good for some- 
thing! (WiNps rush on, whirl around 
Prrcn Pine, each whispering first in 
one ear and then in the other.) 

Maenotta: Tell us what the winds are 
whispering now. 

Pirch Pine: They’re saying that 
somebody’s coming. (WinDs rush 
off.) 

Sugar Mapie: Who’s coming? 
they coming for my sap? 

Pircu Pine: I don’t know. The winds 
whispered that they’re strangers. 
(Enter Artist, carrying equipment, 
and DAUGHTER.) 

Daveuter: There aren’t many trees 
here, Daddy. 

Artist: Yes, I see the Company has 
been here for some of its lumber. 


Are 











DavuGuTER (Pointing to Prrcu PINs): 
What a funny-looking tree! 

Artist (Smiles): Oh, that’s a Pitch 
Pine. Pitch Pines are often bent into 
strange shapes by the wind, but 
they’re very useful. 

DavuGuter: And here’s a Sugar Maple. 
That’s useful, too. I love sugar 
candy. Why don’t you paint this 
one? 

Artist (Looking around): Perhaps, 


perhaps. (Sees Wittow) Ah, look 
at that Weeping Willow! What a 
graceful, elegant tree! 

DavuGuter: Oh that one. You can’t 


make sugar candy from it. 

Artist: I know. But trees are more 
than useful ;they’re beautiful. They’re 
one of the great beauties of the 
Earth, and I think the Weeping 
Willow is the most beautiful of all. 
That’s the one I’ll paint. (Starts to 
set up canvas) 

Davuauter (Looking up): Wait, Daddy! 
Look at that big black cloud! 

Artist (Looking up): Oh oh, it looks 


WeeEpiInG WiLiow’s Happy Day 


Characters: 6 male; 4 female; 8 male or female 
(some actors may double). 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: All trees except Weeping Willow 
wear large facsimiles of their leaves pinned 
onto the front of their costumes and labels 
with their names. They may be dressed in 
the colors of their barks: dish brown 
for Pitch Pine, Hemlock, and Cedar; 


urplish brown for White Pine; light gray 
he White Oak and Magnolia; dark way 


(with white or silver sleeves) for 


PRODUCTION NOTES 








like we’re going to have a storm. 
Too bad; we’d better hurry home. 
(Gathers equipment) I’ll come back 
another day to paint that Weeping 
Willow; it’s so lovely, it — it — it 
inspires me! 

Daveuter: Hurry! (They exit.) 

Maanouia: Well, I declare! Passed 
right by me, too. (WILLOW sniffles.) 

Pircu Pine: What’s wrong, Willow? 
Didn’t you hear all those nice things 
he said about you? He’s going to 
paint a picture of you. This is your 
happy day! 

Sugar Map.ie: You can stop weeping 
now, Willow, and smile. 

MaaGno.ia: Who ever heard of a Smil- 
ing Willow? A Weeping Willow 
can’t be happy, or it wouldn’t be a 
Weeping Willow. 

Prrcn Pine: That’s not so. Aren’t you 
happy now, Willow? 

Wittow: I’m so happy I could cry! 
(Sobs. Trems smile and sigh exag- 
geratedly in exasperation.) 

THE END 





el gray for Sugar Maple. Weeping 

Willow wears gray with silver streamers; 
her costume should be nice looking. She 
carries a handkerchief. The Foreman and 
his Men wear colorful lumber jackets; the 
Artist and his Daughter wear everyday 
dress and the Artist carries appropriate 
equipment; the Winds wear any appropri- 
ate costume. 

Properties: None. 

Setting: If ible, Pitch Pine should stand 
on an incline with a large rock or two. 

Lighting: No special effects, 
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Characters 
Susan, a litile girl 
Basy Do. 
KoutieE Pin, a kewpie doll 
RAGAMUFFIN, a rag doll 
Masor Jang, a WAC doll 
SKIPALONG, a cowgirl doll 
HarRIET ANN {dolls 
JEANNIE BELLE 


SerTTinG: Susan’s bedroom. 
At Rise: Basy Dot. is propped 


against pillows on the bed; Kutie 
Pre stands near dresser; Major 
JANE and SKIPALONG stand at either 
end of the window seat, Masor JANE 
stiffly at attention; RAGAMUFFIN is 


- sprawled against cushions on the win- 


dow seat; Harriet ANN is seated in 
the rocking chair, and JEANNIE BELLE 
lies face down on the rug, reading a 
book. Susan enters slowly, lost in 
thought. 


Susan (Brightens as she looks at 


Dots): Well! You’ve all been good 
children, I see, and stayed just where 
I left you! Oh, Muffin (Laughing) 
Can’t you sit more politely? (Goes 
to window seat and straightens her out) 


RaGAMUFFIN: But this is the way you 


left me, Mommy! Besides, it’s more 
comfortable! I wouldn’t want to be 
like Major Jane, always standing 
and sitting so straight up and down! 
(Yawns and stretches) Hmmm, makes 
me tired just to think about it! 


Mother's Day for Susan 


by June Barr 


Susan: Now, don’t you two get to 
arguing again! 

JEANNIE BELLE (Sitting up on rug): 
I think Major Jane looks very nice! 

Harriet Ann (Climbing down from 
rocker and running over to look at 
MaJor JANE, who smiles): So do I! 

Susan: And so do I! 

MaJor JANE: I love to stand straight. 
It makes you feel better, and look 
better too. And I love to march. 
(Marches around while others watch 
admiringly) 

Sxrpatonea: I could never do that, but 
I love to skip! (Skips around joy- 
ously) 

Susan: Oh, Major Jane, Skipalong, 
you’re both showing off! 

Kote Pre: I like to show off my frilly 
skirt! That’s why J like to stand up 
straight! 

Basy Dott: Mommy! Mommy! 

Susan: Well, Baby Doll, did she want 
her Mommy? (Goes to bed and helps 
Basy Dout down, leads her slowly to 
rocking chair.) Come and be near 
me, all of you! (There is a general 
rush, and Douts find seats on floor 
around rocker, talking and laughing, 
as Susan settles BaBy Dou on rug 
at her feet) Now, don’t push! Here, 
Muffin, (As MuFFIN sprawls, taking 
too much room) where are your man- 
ners? Lean here against my chair. 

There, that’s better. 


JEANNIE BELLE (Who has been looking 
closely at SuSAN): What’s the matter, 
Mommy? You look sad. 

RAGAMUFFIN: Are you discouraged 
about my manners? 

Koti Pin: Is it because I like to show 
off my pretty clothes? 

Susan: No, no. You’re a great com- 
fort to me, all of you. It’s just — oh, 
tomorrow is a very special Sunday — 
it’s Mother’s Day —- and I haven’t 
any present for my Mommy! 

Kuti Pie: What’s Mother’s Day? 

Susan: Well, quiet down, now, and I'll 
tell you. It’s a day to honor mothers, 
for all the good things they do, and 
the love they give us. We give 


mothers a present to show that we 
’preciate them, and that we love 
them back. So I want to get my 
Mommy a present, to show her that 
I think she’s the best Mommy in the 


whole world. But I can’t give her a 
present. 

MaJor JANE: Why can’t you? 

Susan: Because I have only a few cents, 
and everything costs so much. 

RaGAMUFFIN: Can’t you give her 
something that doesn’t cost any 
money? 

Susan (Reaching down to hug her): Oh, 
Muffin! Everything costs money! 

JEANNIE BELLE (Puzzled): But — 
flowers don’t cost anything, 
Mommy! I remember last summer 
out in the yard, there were lots of 
flowers, and you picked them all the 
time. 

Susan: Jeannie Belle! What a wonder- 
ful idea! We don’t have any spring 
flowers in our yard, but I remember 
where some violets grew last year. 
(Rising, she leads Basy Dou to bed 


and settles her on pillow; DoLus gather 
around her.) I can put them in the 
little silver mug I drank from when 
I was a baby, and they’ll look pretty 
for Mom. 

Dots: Take me, Mommy! I want to 
go! (Etc.) 

Susan (Laughing): Now, you be quiet, 
all of you! I’m not going to take 
anyone. You’d have to sit in the 
grass while I pick the violets, and 
it’s been raining. You’d get wet, and 
you might catch cold. (Chorus of dis- 
appointed exclamations) Now, sit 
down, all of you, and be good until 
I get back. Come, come, we have to 
keep our room looking nice! Well 
(As Doutis hurry to places) that’s 
very nice. Now you be good. 

Dotts (As Susan exits): We will, 
Mommy! (Douts all stay in places, 
not moving while they talk) 

JEANNIE BELLE (Thoughtfully): Our 
Mommy is a good Mommy to us! 
Douts: Of course she is! She’s the best 
Mommy in the world! She does 

everything for us! (Eic.) 

Kuti Pre: She hears our prayers and 
tucks us in bed — 

SxrpaLonG: In the morning she wakes 
each sleepy head — 

Basy Doi: Mommy rocks us all, and 
gives us a kiss — 

Major Jane: The good stories she 
tells, I’d hate to miss! 

JEANNIE BELLE: She washes our 
clothes, and irons with care. 

Harriet Ann: She gives us lunch, and 
brushes our hair. 

Kutie Pre: She gives each one of us 
something to do — 

RaGAMUFFIN: She scolds us and teaches 
us manners, too. 
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JEANNIE BELLE: Well, little playmates, SxKipaLona: And let’s do it today! Be- 


what do you say 
Does our Mom get a gift for 
Mother’s Day? 

Douts: Yes! Yes! We'll get a present 
for Mommy! (eic.) 

Harriet ANN: Well, now that it’s 
settled — what shall it be? 

Kut1e Piz: Yes — what shall we give 
her? What shall we give Mommy for 
Mother’s Day? 

BaBy Dotui: Give Mommy? 
Mommy? 

JEANNIE BELLE: Yes, Baby, something 
to give Mommy. 

SKIPALONG: She could have my lariat— 

KutiE Pre: I could give her my little 
red muff — 

RAGAMUFFIN: No, those things won’t 
do— it should be something different. 

Masor JANE: Something from all of us. 

JEANNIE BELLE: Yes, that’s it! Some- 
thing from_all of us! 

Harriet ANN: But what can it be? 
What can we all give her? 

BaBy Dot: Give Mommy big kiss! 

MaJor JANE (Laughing): We'll do that, 
too! We'll give her a big kiss! 

KuTie Pre: But we’ve got to have 
something else . . . I know! Since 
we don’t have anything to give her, 
maybe we could do something for 
her! 

RAGAMUFFIN: We could watch our 
manners, and be extra good! 

MaJor JANE: And not tease to go out- 
side with her every time she goes out. 

Harrier ANN: Wait! We could give 
her a party! A tea party! 

Kutie Pre: Oh! That’s perfect! She’s 
always giving us a tea party on the 
little table! 

JEANNIE BEE: Let’s do it. Shall we? 


Give 


cause she always goes some place 
with her Mommy and Daddy on 
Sunday! 

RaGAMurFFIN: I say let’s get started! 
Come on, Skipalong, help me move 
the table! (RAGAMUFFIN and SKIP- 
ALONG begin to move table from right 
back corner to middle of floor.) 

MaJor JANE (Hurrying to help them): 
I’ll help too! 

Harriet ANN: No, Major Jane, you 
come help Kutie Pie hold up the 
cover of the window seat while 
Jeannie Belle and I get out the tea 
set. (All four lift cover of window 
seat, and Major JANE and Kutie 
Pre hold it up while Harrier ANN 
and JEANNIE BELLE take out tea pot, 
plates, cups and saucers. They set the 
table, laughing and chattering, then 
stand back to look at their handiwork.) 

Kutre Pie: There! That looks nice! 

Susan (Off): All right, Mom, I will! 

Magsor Jane: And just in time! Here 
comes Mommy! (Dots scurry back 
to their places. Susan enters slowly, 
lost in thought. Looks at tea table a 
moment, then brightens) 

Susan: Well! What have we here? 

RAGAMUFFIN (Jumping down): We did 
it for you, Mommy! It’s a tea party 
for you! 

Dous (Gathering around eagerly, Har- 
RIET ANN taking BaBy Do. by 
hand): Happy Mother’s Day, 
Mommy! Happy Mother’s Day! 

Susan: Oh, children, how nice! How 
ever did you manage it? A tea party 
for me! 

SKIPALONG: We all helped! We 
wanted to give you something for 
Mother’s Day! 





Major JANE: It’s because you’re such 
a wonderful Mom! 

JEANNIE BELLE: Come sit down, 
Mommy! Come to your Mother’s 
Day party! (Susan sits down in her 
little rocker, DoLus sit on floor around 
table, JEANNIE BELLE taking care of 
Basy Doui. Harriet ANN pours 
imaginary tea, and they pass plates of 
imaginary cookies and pretend to eat 
and drink.) 

Susan: What a lovely tea party! 
What good cookies! 

Kurtie Pie: We made them ourselves. 
Will you have another? (Susan pre- 
tends to take another cookie, breaking 
off piece for BABY.) 

RaGAMUFFIN: Mommy, did you find 
the violets? 

Susan (Worriedly): No, there weren’t 
any there. I just don’t know what 
I’m going to do. I should have saved 
some of my allowance! 


RaGAMUFFIN: Do you like this party, 
Mommy? 
Do ts: Yes, do you like it? Is it nice? 


Susan: Of course, children. It’s the 
best Mother’s Day present a mother 
could have, and I love you for think- 
ing of it. 


JEANNIE BELLE: Then, why don’t you 
give your Mommy a tea party? 
She’d like it, wouldn’t she? 

Susan: Like it! She’d love it! What a 
wonderful idea! I can make some 
cookies. I still have some cookie 
mix left in my box in the kitchen, and 
there’s some colored sugar in the 
cabinet to decorate them with. I'll 
make tea for Mommy, an! pour 
milk for me. Oh, I’m so excited! I’ll 
make the cookies the minute our 
party is finished! 

Basy Do.ti: Mommy glad? 

Susan: Oh, yes, Baby! Mommy is 
very glad! You children have given 
me the most wonderful Mother’s 
Day present. You’ve not only given 
me this lovely tea party, but showed 
me how to give my own Mommy a 
present. You reminded me that it 
doesn’t take money to give the best 
gifts. You don’t need a lot of money 
if you have a lot of love. And now, 
let’s all have another cup of that 
delicious tea! (Laughing and chat- 
tering happily, all hold out cups to 
Harrier ANN, who pretends to pour.) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Moruer’s Day For SUSAN 


Characters: 8 female. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Susan wears everyday clothes. 
Baby Doll may wear sleepers or any other 
baby clothes; Kutie Pie wears a ruffled 
skirt with a pretty blouse and shiny black 
shoes, and carries a red muff; Ragamuffin 
wears overalls and checked blouse and has 
yarn curls; Major Jane should wear some- 
thing suggestive of a WAC uniform; Skip- 
along wears a cowgirl costume and has a 
lariat. Harriet Ann and Jeannie Belle wear 
any pretty dress. 


Properties: Book, doll’s tea set, including tea 
pot, plates, cups and saucers. 


Setting: Susan’s bedroom. Bed is at stage 
right, facing the audience. Bedroom door is 
at left side, near back. Dresser stands near 
left front. Two windows are at back, and 
under them a window seat with a cover that 
lifts up. A large rag rug is on the floor, 
with a small rocking chair on it. Between 
the bed and the windows is a small table, 
low enough so that dolls can sit around it 
on the floor. 


Lighting: No special effects. 
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New Shoes 


by Helen Louise Miller 


10rnh Customer: I need a pair my 
corns to abolish. 

lira Customer: Make mine stylish 
and right for pleasure. 

12TH CustomMER: Make mine roomy! 
Be sure to measure! 

13TH Customer: I’ll need heels that 
will keep me from slipping. 

14rnH Customer: I need toes that will 
keep me from tripping. 

ALL: So hurry, please, and get us all 

suited, 
So we will be properly fitted and 
booted! 

CLERKS (In concert as each one holds up 
a much-too-large shoe): 
Now here’s a bargain — 

buys! 
It’s right for price and it’s right for 
size! (CLERKS try the shoes for size. 
Customers hold out their feet and 
look at them sadly, shaking their 
heads.) 

Customemrs (/n concert): They’re much 
too big! 

Cuierks (In concert): They are a bit 
large! We'll see what we can do. 
(Enter SrorE MANAGER.) 

MANAGER: What seems to be the 
trouble here? Can’t you find correct 
shoes for our customers? 

Customers (/n concert): They’re much 
too big! 

ManaGer: So I see. But you know, 


the best of 


sometimes we can be mistaken. Let 
me call the Master Cobbler. 

Customers (In concert): The Master 
Cobbler? Who is he? 

ManaGer: The Master Cobbler is a 
very old shoemaker who has been 
with us for quite some time. I think 
he will know just what to do about 
your shoes. I'll go find him. (Exit 
MANAGER. CLERKS and CUSTOMERS 
sing any Shoemaker or Cobbler song.* 
After song MANAGER enters with 
Master CoBBLER.) 

ManaGeEr: I have been telling these 
young people that you will be able 
to solve their problem, Master 
Cobbler. 

Master Copsier: And just what is 
their problem, sir? 

Customers (In concert as they extend 
their feet for the MasteR CoBBLER’s 
inspection): It’s our new shoes! 


They’re much too big! 
Master CossLterR: Ummmm! 


So it 
would seem! But that’s a funny 
thing about shoes! Young people 
have a way of growing into them. 
(Addressing 5tTu Custompr) You, 
child, what kind of shoes are you 
seeking? 

5ru Customer: I want to be a nurse 
and so I am looking for a pair of 
comfortable shoes. But they must 
be white. And these are much too 
big! 

Master CossBter (7'0 9TH CUSTOMER): 
And you, my boy, you seem to be 
trying on a pair of military boots. 

9rH CusromER: Yes, but look at them! 


*Suggestions: “The Old Cobbler,’’ Music Every- 
WHERE, Grade 6 C. Birchard & Co., Boston, 
Mass. ‘““The Happy Cobbler,” Tunes anp HARMONIES, 
Grade 6, Ginn & Co. ‘‘The Cobbler and the Crow,” 
Our Lanp or Sone, Grade 5, C. C. Birchard & Co., 
Boston, Mass. 


They’re a mile too big! 

MasrerCossier(7'012THCustToMer): 
I see you want something sturdy and 
practical. Where are you planning to 
wear them? 

12rH Customer: I’m not quite sure. 
Sometimes, I think I’d like to be a 
doctor or maybe a lawyer, or even 
a minister; but whatever I’m doing, 
I want my shoes to fit. 

Master Cospsier: You’d do better to 
say you want to fit your shoes. Mr. 
Manager, I think the trouble is Nor 
with the shoes, but with the cus- 
tomers. The shoes are not too big. 
But the feet are too small! 

ManacGer: But, sir, the customer is 
always right! 

Master Cossier: Not in this shop 
and not in my business. You see, 
I’ve been making shoes for a long, 
long time. As a matter of fact, I’ve 
made all the shoes that you boys 
and girls have been wearing since 
you were born; and if you will just 
go down there and sit in the audience 
where a few rows have been re- 
served for you, I'll tell you about 
them. Then perhaps you will under- 
stand about these shoes you are try- 
ing on today. (CusromMeRs and 
CLERKS leave the stage and sit in the 
first rows of the auditorium. If cur- 
tains are used they may close at this 
point. The benches remain on the 
stage. The Master CoBBLER moves 
to the apron of the stage where he talks 
to one boy and one girl who have re- 
mained. He draws from his pocket a 
pair of baby shoes.) 

Master Copsier: See these pretty 
little shoes? 

Mary: Aren’t they sweet! 





Joun: Gee! They’re little! 

Master Cossier: So little that you 
can scarcely believe you ever wore 
them, but you did! And your 
mother was very careful to see that 
they fit just right and that they were 
made of the softest leather for your 
little feet. (Curtains open on a 
tableau of a mother rocking her baby. 
The children in the audience or an 
unseen chorus sing Brahm’s Lullaby. 
Curtains close. If no curtains are 
used, mother may walk on and off- 
stage.) 

Joun: I bet I soon grew out of those 
baby shoes. 

Mary: Me too. 

MastTEeR CospBier: Yes indeed you did. 
Before long you were running 
around, and growing so fast that 
your father was complaining about 
the bills at the shoe store. Let me 


see... the next pair of shoes I made 
was a stout pair of play shoes that 
could stand up under a lot of scuffing 
and wear and tear. (Calling to MAan- 
AGER offstage) Mr. Manager, how 
about bringing me a sample of those 
play shoes I made six or seven years 


ago. (MANAGER enters with pair of 
play shoes.) 

Joun: Look at those things! The toes 
are worn out! 

Master Cospsier: No wonder! You 
were always climbing trees and kick- 
ing stones and playing all sorts of 
rough and ready games. (To 
Mary) And you were just as bad! 
Your shoes never lasted more than a 
few months. 

Mary: But I can remember all the 
fun we had. Dear me, I’d like to 
play some of those games right now. 
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(Curtains open on a group of boys 
and girls playing any sort of lively 
game such as London Bridge, Three 
Deep, etc. Curtains close. If no cur- 
tains are used, children may skip on 
and off.) 

Mary: I bet I can guess what kind of 
shoes you made next. 

JouNn: Sure, so can I. I bet you made 
us each a pair of school shoes. 

Master Copsier: That’s exactly 
right; and you were very very proud 
of them on your first day of school. 
You wanted to look just right, and 
you didn’t want a mark or scuff on 
those brand new shoes. 

Joun: I can remember just as if it were 
yesterday. My shoes were brown... 
dark brown and very shiny. I could 
see myself in the toes. 

Mary: Mine were brown, too, and 
they had real silk laces. I thought 
they were beautiful. 

Master Copsuer: You thought every- 
thing was beautiful on your first day 
in school. Remember . . . it was 
something like this —(Curtains open 
on group of children sitting on benches. 
They have books or slates on which 
they tap with their pencils as they sing 
“IT Can’t Do That Sum” by Victor 
Herbert. Other suggestions for this 
scene include a pantomime of ‘School- 
days” or “In the Little Red School- 
house.”” Curtains close. If no cur- 
tains are used children may walk on 
and off stage.) 

Master Cossier: Once you children 
started to school, it seemed as if I 
was always making shoes for you. 
As you began to grow up and take 
part in more and more activities, 
you needed all sorts of shoes. For a 





while, tap dancing was very popular 
and I had to make tap shoes by the 
dozen to keep you children happy. 

Joun: I never took tap dancing lessons 
I thought that was sissy. 

Mary: I loved to tap dance and I got 
pretty good at it too. I don’t know 
if I’d like to earn my living as a 
dancer, but I still think it’s a lot of 
fun. 

Master Copsier: Well, this is how 
vou looked when you used to tap 
dance at school entertainments. 
(Curtains open either on a solo or 
group tap dance. Curtains close. If 
no curtains are used, soloist or group 
dances on and offstage.) 

Joun: My Dad never had to buy me 
any tap dancing shoes, but I remem- 
ber how I wanted all sorts of gym 
shoes and heavy football shoes with 
cleats. 

Master CopsBierR (As MANAGER en- 
ters with a pair of heavy gym shoes): 
Oh, yes, something like this, I sup- 
pose. These were just what you 
needed for the gym, and you gave 
them a rough time. Had to have a 
brand new pair every year. 

Joun: Yeah, I can remember Mom say- 
ing I was growing like a weed, and 
Dad couldn’t understand where I 
put all the food I ate every night for 
supper. 

Mary: And also for breakfast, lunch 
and times in between. 


Masrer Cossier: At any rate, those 
gym shoes really got a good work- 


out. (Curtains open on sports drill, 
relay or tumbling stunts . . . one fea- 
turing boys, another featuring girls. 
Curtains close. If no curtains are 
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used, teams may march on and off- 
stage.) 

Mary: Say, Master Cobbler, do you 
know what? You’re really telling us 
the story of our lives by showing us 
the shoes you made for us. 

Master Cossuer: Well, maybe I am. 
But the shoes themselves have long 
since been worn out, or out-grown 
and given away. You’ve forgotten 
all about them. 

Joun: Oh no. Since we started talking, 
I remember quite a lot. 

Mary: I never will forget my first pair 
of party shoes. 

Joun: Neither will I. Oh boy! They 
pinched my feet something fierce! 
And besides that, they squeaked! 
(Curtains open showing several couples 
waltzing to music of small orchestra 
in dancing school style. Scene ends 
with boys thanking girls for dance. 
Curtains close. If no curtains are 
used, couples may waltz on and off- 
stage.) : 

Joun: If we could see all the shoes 
we’ve worn in our lifetime, piled 
together in one heap, it would be 
quite a sight. 

Mary: And we haven’t begun to men- 
tion all of them. We haven’t even 
spoken of our Sunday shoes. 

Master CoBBier (As MANAGER hands 
him a pair of shoes): How about 
these? Here’s a pair all new and 
shiny, just made for Sunday school 
and church. 

Joun: These are really and truly 
American shoes, for here in America 
we can let our Sunday shoes take us 
to any place of worship we desire. 

Mary: And I am glad that all of us 
here today have had the experience 





of walking into the house of prayer 
in our Sunday shoes, and singing to- 
gether the songs of our faith. (Cur- 
tains open showing a small group of 
boys and girls singing any hymn or 
sacred composition. Curtains close. 
If no curtains are used, boys and girls 
may walk on and offstage.) 

Master Copsier: Well, my friends, 
I think your problem is almost 
solved. It seems to me your shoes 
have fit you very well for all of these 
growing years. 

Mary: Yes, but what about the future? 

Joun: Where can we find the climbing 
boots, and doctor’s shoes and danc- 
ing slippers and working shoes that 
are needed for the years ahead? 

Master Cospsier: Have patience, my 
lad. Have patience. As I told you 
before, your feet must grow into the 
shoes that you’ll need for next year 
and the year after that and the year 
after that. Suppose you call those 
customers and clerks back on stage 
and we’ll hear what they have to 
say. (Original CLerKs and Cuvus- 
TOMERS return to stage) 

Master Copsier: Come now, my 
friends, speak up and tell us what’s 
on your mind. 

Customers: We must have new shoes. 

Cierks: Sorry, there’s nothing in your 
size 


Joun: See how it is, Master Cobbler. 

Mary: That’s just how it was before. 

Master Cossier: Only now you un- 
derstand the reason. There are big 
jobs to do in the world today and 


America needs big men and strong, 
intelligent women to do those jobs. 
Someday you will be filling the shoes 
of these grown-ups we see out front. 
But not right away. Do you under- 
stand? 

Joun: I think we understand, Master 
Cobbler. We must grow up to fit 
the shoes and the jobs that lie 
ahead. 

Mary: And we must grow in our minds 
and bodies as well as in our shoe 
size. 

Master, Copsier: Exactly. Now 
you’re really catching on. Right 
now you are leaving your sixth 
grade at (name school) and going 
into the new world of junior high 
school . . . then senior high school . . . 
then for many of you trade schools 
and colleges. By that time you’ll be 
ready to fill the shoes that are too 
big for you today. 

JOHN: But before we leave sixth grade 
and (name school), I’d like to say 
we’ve had a lot of fun wearing out 
our shoes here in the classrooms and 
on the playgrounds. 

Mary: And we’ve been growing and 
learning all the time. 

Master Cossier: Good for you and 
good for (name school)! I think that 
calls for a song. (Program closes with 
school song. If the Principal or 
Guest Speaker is scheduled for a talk 
to parents and friends, it is suggested 
that the talk be based on the idea of 
New Shoes for the New School the 
children will enter in the Fall.) 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


NEw SHOES 


Characters: 3 male; 2 female; 13 clerks and 
customers, male and female; plus as many 
male and female characters as desired to be 
children, students, tap dancers, athletes, 
dancers, and choir members. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday dress. Master Cobbler 
wears a cobbler’s apron. Manager and 
Clerks wear suits. Costumes for the tap 
dance and the waltz may be as elaborate as 
desired. Gym suits are worn for the sports 
drill and choir robes for the hymn singing. 

Properties: Fourteen pairs of adult shoes con- 
forming to the description given in the play, 
shoe boxes and papers, baby shoes, play 
shoes, gym shoes, Sunday shoes. 

Setting: A bare stage across which are placed 
several benches. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Part Five 





Jane Eyre 


by Charlotte Bronte 
adapted for Radio by Lewy Olfson 


Characters 

MANIAC 

Mrs. FarrFax 

JANE EYRE 

GRACE POOLE 

Epwarp RocHESTER 

RicHarD MASON 

REVEREND Woop 
Sounpb: Crackling of a great wood fire. 
Maniac (An_ unearthly, hysterical 


laugh): Ahhhhh-hhheeeeeahh! 
Music: Eerie theme, full for thirty sec- 
onds; then under. 
Sounp: Doorbell. Then, door opening. 


Mrs. Farrrax (Elderly and kind): 
How do you do, my dear? You must 
be Miss Eyre, the new governess. 
Won’t you come in? 

Sounp: Door closing. 

JANE (A young, wholesome girl): You’re 
Mrs. Fairfax, I suppose. 

Mrs. Farrrax: Yes. Won’t you sit 
down? 

JANE: Thank you. 

Mrs. Farrrax: My, but you’re young! 
I’d no idea that Adele’s governess 
would be a mere girl! Not that I 
underestimate your abilities — I’m 
sure you’re very capable. 

JANE: Shall I have the pleasure of see- 
ing Miss Fairfax tonight? 

Mrs. Farrrax: Miss Fairfax? Oh, you 
mean Miss Varens! Varens is the 
name of your future pupil. 


Playing Time: 25 minutes. 
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JANE: Indeed! 
daughter? 
Mrs. Fatrrax: No, I should say not! 

I’m just the housekeeper here at 
Thornfield. Miss Varens is a French 
girl — the ward of your new master 

Mr. Rochester. 

JANE: Mr. Rochester? Pray, tell me 
what he is like. This is my first posi- 
tion, and I’m not familiar with the 
personalities of elderly gentlemen. 

Mrs. Farrrax: Oh, Mr. Rochester 
isn’t elderly — though at times he is 
more irritable than a man of ninety. 
I’m sure that if you perform your 
services well and quietly, you’ll have 
no fear of displeasing him. 

Maniac (Far off mike; the wild laugh) : 
Aahhhhhh-hhheeeaaahhh! 

JANE (Startled): Good Heavens! Did 
you hear that loud laugh? Who is it? 

Mrs. Farrrax (Reassuring): Some of 
the servants, very likely; perhaps 
Grace Poole. 

JANE (Still frightened): Did you hear it! 

Mrs. Farrrax: Yes, plainly; I often 
hear it. She sews in one of the rooms 
in the north wing. 

Maniac: Laughs again, 
softer. 

Mrs. Farrrax (Calling): Grace! Grace! 
(To Jane) That ought to bring her 
down. She’s often this way when 
she’s had an extra bit of porter. 

Sounp: Door. 


Then she is not your 


off mike, 





Grace (A heavy, Cockney voice): Did 
you call me, Mum? 

Mrs. Farrrax (Admonishing): ‘Too 
much noise, Grace. Remember di- 
rections! 

Grace (Sullenly): Yes, Mum. 

Sounp: Door closes. 

Mrs. Farrrax: She’s a person we have 
to sew and assist the other maids in 
their housework: not altogether un- 
objectionable in some points, but she 
does well enough. Along with Mr. 
John, the stablemaster, and his wife, 
they make up the entire household. 
As for the master, you’ll meet him 
tomorrow evening. 

JANE: I’m looking forward to it. 

Mrs. Farrrax: Now I'll have one of 
the girls come to show you to your 
room — you must be tired. As this 
is your first day, you'll be served 
dinner in your room. [I'll tell you 
about your tasks in the morning. 

JANE: Will there be anything else? 

Mrs. Farrrax: Only a word of friendly 
warning: if I were in your position, 
I would try to have as little as pos- 
sible to do with Grace Poole. 

Music: Ominous theme, in and under. 

Mrs. Farrrax: Mr. Rochester, here is 
Miss Eyre. 

RocHESTER (A stern, manly voice): Ah, 
the new governess for Adele. Let 
Miss Eyre be seated. (After a slight 
pause) That will be all, Mrs. Fairfax. 
I’ll call you when I want you. 

Mrs. Farrrax: Yes, sir. 

Sounp: Door closing. 

Rocuester: Turn your face to the fire, 
Miss Eyre, that I might have a 
better look at you. There, that’s 
better. Now then: you’ve come 
from — 


JANE: From Lowood School, sir, in 
Westshire. 

Rocuester: Ah, an orphan asylum. 
How long were you there? 

JANE: Eight years. 

Rocuester: Eight! No wonder you 
have rather the look of another 
world! No parents, nor home? 

JANE: No, none. 

RocHEsTER: Who recommended you to 
Thornfield? 

JANE: I advertised, and Mrs. Fairfax 
answered my advertisement. 

Rocuester: Tell me about your back- 
ground: have you known. many 
people? Do you read much? 

JaNE: The only society I know are 
those few outsiders that ever visited 
the orphanage. As for reading, I’m 
familiar only with such books as 
came in my way; and they weren’t 
very numerous, I’m afraid, nor very 
learned. 

RocuEsTerR: Mrs. Fairfax showed me 
some sketches you had done — with 
the aid of an instructor, no doubt. 

JANE (Indignant): No, indeed, sir! 

RocuHeEster (Smiling): Ah, that pricks 
your pride. Where did you get your 
copies? 

JANE: Out of my head, sir. 

RocueEster: Has it other furniture of 
the same kind within? 

JANE: I should think it may have: I 
should hope — better! 

Sounp: Clock strikes nine during the 
next few speeches. 

Rocuester: Were you happy while 
painting the pictures? 

JANE: I was absorbed, sir: yes, and I 
was happy. To paint them was to 
enjoy one of the keenest pleasures I 
have ever known. 





RocHestTer: That’s not saying very 
much, I’m afraid. You examine me, 
Miss Eyre. Do you think me hand- 
some? 

JANE (Frankly): No, sir. 

RocHESTER (Both puzzled and pleased) : 
Well, there is something singular 
about you: you aren’t afraid to tell 
the truth. But look at my brow: do 
you think me a fool? 

JANE: Far from it, sir. You would per- 
haps think me rude if I inquired in 
return whether or not you are a 
philanthropist? 

RocHESTER (Abrupily): It’s nine 
o’clock. What are you about, Miss 
Eyre, to allow your pupil to stay up 
so late? 

JANE: Will there be anything else, or 
may I leave? 

RocHeEsteEr: The interview is at an end, 
Miss Eyre. I think you’ll do. Yes, 


I think you'll do—very nicely 
indeed! 


Music: Mysterious theme, in and under. 

Maniac: Screaming and laughing off 
mike. 

JANE (In a frightened whisper): Good 
Lord! What was that? 

Mason (A young man, off mike, in 
pain): Help! Help! Help! 

JANE: A ery for help? 

Sounp: Door opening. 

JANE (Fading): It must be Mr. 
Rochester! Mr. Rochester! (Fading 
on again) Mr. Rochester! Am I 
wanted? 

Rocuester (With forced calm): Yes, 
come here. There’s been an accident. 
Have you a sponge in your room? 

JANE: Yes, sir. 

RocuEsTer: Fetch it — and some 
salts! At once! (Soothing) There, 
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there, Mason, it’s all right. 

Mason (Moaning): She bit me! 
bit me! 

RocueEster (Urgently): Be quiet, fool. 
Here’s Miss Eyre. 

JANE (Fading on): Here are the salts, 
sir. And the sponge. 

Rocuester: Good. Do you turn sick 
at the sight of blood, Miss Eyre? 

JANE: I think not, sir. 

Rocuester: Good. Now then — 
easy there. You'll be all right, 
Mason. 

Mason: She bit me! 

RocueEster: Miss Eyre, this is my old 
friend, Richard Mason. He arrived 
at Thornfield last night, and met 
with an accident. Everything's all 
right now, though. How do you feel, 
Dick? 

Mason: I’m done for, I fear. 

RocuHEstER: Not a whit — courage! 
You’ve lost a little blood, that’s all. 

Mason: She bit me—and I didn’t 
expect it. She looked so quiet at 
first. 

Rocuester: I warned you. I told you 
to be on your guard before going 
near her. Besides, you might have 
waited till morning, and had me go 
with you. It was mere folly to at- 
tempt this interview tonight, and 
alone. 

Mason: I thought I could have done 
some good. 

RocHester: You thought! You 
thought! But whatever you’ve suf- 
fered is your own fault. 

Mason: She sucked the blood; she 
said she’d drain my heart. 

Rocuester: Hold your tongue; Miss 
Eyre is here. Besides, you’ll be well 
of this wound a week hence. [I'll 


She 





arrange for you to leave Thornfield 
at sunrise. 

Mason: Must I go? 

RocHEsTER: You’ve done enough dam- 
age just by coming. Miss Eyre. 

JANE: Yes, sir? 

RocuEster: Did you see anything 
when you opened your chamber 
door? 

JANE: No, sir. 

RocuesterR: But you heard an odd 
laugh, didn’t you? You have heard 
that laugh before, I should think — 
or something like it? 

JANE: Yes, sir. There is a woman who 
sews here, called Grace Poole — she 
laughs in that way. A singular per- 
son! 

RocuHester (Relieved): Just so. Grace 
Poole — you have guessed it. It’s 
she that was at the bottom of this 
episode. I’ll think the matter over — 
and meanwhile, I’m very glad that 
you are the only other member of 
the household, besides myself, ac- 
quainted with tonight’s incident. I 
entreat you to say nothing about it; 
and now, kindly return to your room. 

JANE: Very well, sir. Goodnight. 

Rocuester (Slowly): Goodnight .. . 
Jane... Eyre. 

Music Mysterious theme; 
dance music. 

Mrs. Farrrax (Surprised): What, 
Miss Eyre? Here, on the second 
floor, while the parlor is alive with 
dancers? For shame! 

JANE: I must see little Adele to bed 
first. Besides, Mr. Rochester has 
not asked me to join his friends at 
their party. 

Mrs. Farrrax: Oh, mercy! He asked 
me to tell you to go down as soon as 


then into 
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it was convenient, and I forgot all 
about it. At any event, you should 
know by now—after so many 
months of service here — that Mr. 
Rochester always welcomes the sight 
of you. But it’s still not too late; go, 
I'll put Miss 


and enjoy yourself. 
Adele to bed. 

JANE (Almost excited): I . . . I will — 
just as soon as I change my gown. 
Mrs. Farrrax: That’s not necessary; 
your frock is good enough for a 

governess. 

JANE: But how plain I should look be- 
side that handsome woman in the 
green velvet dress! Mr. Rochester 
seems to be paying her a deal of 
attention! 

Mrs. Farrrax: That’s Blanche In- 
gram, as wealthy an adventuress as 
ever you'll meet — and she’s out to 
snare Mr. Rochester’s heart. 

JANE (A bit crestfallen): Oh? And do 
you think she’ll succeed? 

Mrs. Farrrax: She will unless I miss 
my guess. Yes, I think that Blanche 
Ingram will soon be mistress over 
you and me, and over Thornfield 
Hall. But why are you standing 
here? Be off to the party! 

JANE (Sadly): ll. . . I’ll not be going 
down, Mrs. Fairfax, after all! 


Music: Melancholy theme, in and 
under. 

JANE: You sent for me, Mr. Rochester? 

Rocuester: Yes, Jane. You’ve come 
to love Thornfield, and Adele, and 
Mrs. Fairfax, haven’t you? 

JANE: Yes, sir; in different ways I have 
affection for all of them. 

Rocuester: And would you be sorry 
to part with them? 





JANE (Stunned): Must I move on, sir? 
Must I leave Thornfield? 

RocuHeEsteErR: I believe you must, Jane. 
I’m sorry, but I believe you must. 

JANE: Then you are going to be mar- 
ried, sir. 

RocuEesteR: With your usual acute- 
ness, you have hit the nail straight 
on the head. I hope to be a bride- 
groom within the month. I believe 
I know of a position in Ireland I 
might obtain for you. 

JANE (Wistfully): Ireland! That’s a 
long way off from Thornfield, sir, 
and... 

RocHEsTER: And? 

JANE: And you, sir. 

RocHESTER: But where do you see the 
necessity of being apart from me? 
JANE: Where? In the shape of Miss 
Ingram; a noble and _ beautiful 

woman, your bride. 


RocuEsteEr: My bride! Do you think I 
could love Miss Ingram — so cold, 
so shallow? Jane, Jane, don’t you 
understand? It is you that I ask to 
stand at my side. 

JANE: But you your$elf have said .. . 

RocHESTER: Jane — good, honest, 


meek, Jane. It is you that I love 
with all my heart — you that I en- 
treat to accept me as husband. 

JANE (Tremulously): Turn your face 
to the moonlight, that I may read 
your countenance. Are you in earn- 
est, sir? Do you truly love me? 

Rocuester: I do, and if an oath is 
necessary to satisfy, I swear it. 

JANE (Tenderly): Then, sir-—I will 
marry you. 

RocHESTER: Come to me — come to 
me entirely now. Make my happi- 
ness—and I will make yours. 


89 


(Softly) God pardon me, and man 
meddle not with me. I have her, and 
will hold her. 

Music: Wedding march, in and under. 

JANE: My wedding day. My wedding 
dress. It’s almost too good to believe, 
Mrs. Fairfax. 

Mrs. Farrrax: Never a lovelier bride 
has there ever been, my dear Miss 
Eyre, than you. 

JANE: I feel so happy — and yet, I am 
a bit afraid. 

Mrs. Farrrax: That’s only natural. 

JANE: But I had a nightmare — at 
least, I thought that it was a night- 
mare. In the middle of the night I 
heard that awful laugh — Grace 
Poole’s laugh — and saw a figure in 
the shadows by my bureau. I could 
hear Grace lift my wedding veil 
from its box and rip it into shreds. 
Then I fell asleep again. 

Mrs. Farrrax: Well, as long as it was 
only a dream... 

JANE: But it wasn’t. When I awoke 
this morning — there was the bridal 
veil Mr. Rochester had given me — 
his mother’s veil — in shreds. 

Mrs. Farrrax (Urgently): Don’t let it 
spoil your wedding day, Miss Eyre. 
Listen — the wedding march! It’s 
your turn to go down into the 
parlor. Mr. Rochester is waiting for 
you with the Minister. (Fading) 
Good luck, my child. God bless you, 
Miss Eyre. 

Music: Wedding march up for a mo- 
ment, then out. 

MINISTER (Sonorously): I require and 
charge you both, as ye will answer at 
the dreadful Day of Judgement 
when the secrets of all hearts shall be 
disclosed, that if either of you know 





any impediment why ye may not 
lawfully be joined together in matri- 
mony, ye do now confess it; for be 
ye well assured that so many as are 
coupled together otherwise than 
God’s Word doth allow, are not 
joined together by God, neither is 
their matrimony lawful. (Pause) 
Wilt thou, Edward Rochester, have 
this woman for thy .. . 

Mason (Fading on, in a shout): The 
marriage cannot go on: I declare 
the existence of an impediment. 

Jane: Mr. Mason! What do you 
mean? 

RocueEsterR (With force): Proceed with 
the ceremony, Reverend Wood! 

Minister: I cannot proceed without 
some investigation into what has 
been asserted, and evidence of its 
truth or falsehood. What is the 
nature of the impediment, sir? 


Mason: It simply consists in the ex- 
istence of a previous marriage. Mr. 
Rochester has a wife now living. 

JANE: God help me! 

Minister: Who is she? Where is she? 


Mason: She is my sister, Bertha 
Mason Rochester; and her home is 
here, at Thornfield Hall. 

Mrs. Farrrax: Impossible! I have 
been housekeeper here for twenty 
years. I never heard of a Mrs. 
Rochester! 

RocHEsTer (Vehemently): No, I took 
care that none should hear of it — 
or of her under that name. Enough! 
There will be no wedding! Bigamy 
is an ugly word — yet I meant to be 
a bigamist. You say you have never 
seen Mrs. Rochester. Come, then, 
and see her now. She’s a maniac — 
an insane woman — under the care 


of old Grace Poole. It’s she that you 
hear laughing and screaming at 
night, she! (Calling) Grace! Come 
down! (To the others.) This man, 
Mason, who calls himself my friend: 
he tricked me into marrying her 
fifteen long years ago, even at a time 
when he knew that her blood was 
tainted. 

Sounpb: Door. 

Grace: You called me, sir? 

RocHesterR (With a sneer): Yes, Mrs. 
Poole. How are you? And how is 
your charge today? 

Grace: We're tolerable, sir; rather 
snappish, but not ’rageous. 

RocuHesterR: Then take these people to 
see her. Take care, Reverend Wood, 
that she has no knife to attack you 
with, as she did the night that Mason 
was last here. Show him how sweet 
your sister is, Mason. Go, all of you, 
and see the madwoman that I called 
wife. Go! 

Sounpb: Murmur of all as they go. Door. 

Rocuester (After a pause, quietly): 
Well, Jane, not a word of reproach? 
Nothing bitter + nothing poignant? 
You know I am a scoundrel, Jane. 

JANE (Numbly, dully): Yes, sir. 

Rocuester: Then tell me so roundly 
and sharply — don’t spare me. 

Jane: I cannot; I am tired and sick. I 
want some water. 

Sounp: Clink of glasses. 

Rocuester (After a slight pause): 
Here is wine. Drink it. Jane, Jane, 
come to my arms. 

JANE: There is no room for me now. 

RocuesteR: Why? No, I’ll spare you 
the trouble of answering; I’ll answer 
for you. Because I have a wife al- 
ready, you would reply. 





JANE: Yes. 

Rocuester: A wife in name, yes. But 
in nothing else! You have heard 
her, you have seen her. Is this a 
wife? I ask you. Jane, dearest Jane 
—I love you. Do you understand 
what I want of you? Just this 
promise: Mr. Rochester, I will be 
yours. 

JANE: Mr. Rochester, I will not be 
yours. 

RocHESTER: Are you going, Jane — 
leaving me? 

JANE: Yes, I cannot stay. (Fading) I 
shall leave in the morning. 

RocHESTER: Jane! 

Sounb: Door. 

Rocuester (Off mike): Jane! Jane! 

JANE (On mike, in a tearful whisper): 
God bless you, my dear master. 
God keep you from harm and wrong 
— direct you, solace you — reward 
you well for your past kindness to 
me. (Weeping) Dear God, be not 
far from me, for trouble is near: 
there is none but You to help me! 

Music: Turbulent theme, in and under. 

Sounb: Wind. The voices in the follow- 
ing scene should be unearthly — as 
though travelling over the miles on the 
wings of the wind. 

RocHester (With a hollow quality): 
Jane! Jaaaaaa-aaane! 

Mrs. Farrrax: Never a lovelier bride 
has there ever been, my dear Miss 
Eyre, than you. 

Mason: She said she’d drain my heart! 

RocHESTER: Jaaaaaaaaa-aaaane! 

Maniac (Laughing): Ahhhhhhbh-hhhh- 
eeeeaaahhh. 

Mrs. Farrrax: That’s Blanche In- 
gram — and she’s out for Mr. Roch- 
ester’s heart! 


Mason: She said she’d drain my heart! 

RocHESTER: Jane; it is you that I love 
with all my heart. Come back to me, 
Jane. Come back to me, Jane. (His 
voice rises in pitch, but grows in- 
creasingly dim.) Come back to me, 
Jane. Come back to me, Jane. 

Music: Peaceful theme, in and under. 

Sounpb: Knock at door. Door opening. 

JANE (A bit older): Mrs. Fairfax, how 
are you, dear friend? 

Mrs. Farrrax: Why — is it really you, 
Miss Eyre, come after these years to 
this lonely place? 

Miss Eyre: Yes, it’s really I. But 
what has happened to Thornfield 
Hall? When I turned the road and 
saw this blackened shell of a house, 
my heart grew faint. 

Mrs. Farrrax: Come in child, and I’ll 
tell you. 

Sounpb: Door shutting. 

Mrs. Farrrax: There was a great fire 
a few years ago. The whole house 
except this wing was destroyed. It 
started in the north wing — in her 
room. 

JANE: Mrs. Rochester’s? 

Mrs. Farrrax: Yes. Everyone was 
out on the lawn, but there she stood 
at her window, refusing to come out. 
There was no way to reach her from 
the inside of the house — it was all 
ablaze! So Mr. Rochester crawled 
out onto the roof, and began to inch 
his way over to where she was. 

JANE: Be quick and finish your tale! 

Mrs. Farrrax: Just as he reached the 
place where she was, she jumped 
and was instantly killed. 

JANE: What of Mr. Rochester? 

Mrs. Farrrax: He managed to get to 
safety just before the roof caved in. 





But alas, he went through flames to 
reach the mad one, and now he’s 
stone blind. 

Sounp: Servant bell ringing. 

Mrs. Farrrax: But there, he rings for 
his tray. 

JANE: Let me bring it to him; give it 
to me. 

Mrs. Farrrax (Fading): Very well, 
Miss Eyre; but be careful with it. 
RocuHEsterR (Fading on): Set the tray 
down by the fire, Mrs. Fairfax. But 
give me the water. (Pause) This is 
not Mrs. Fairfax’s hand. Is it you, 

Mary? 

JANE: Mary is in the kitchen. 

RocuEster (Astounded): Jane! Good 
grief, what delusion has seized me? 
What madness? 

JANE: No delusion, no madness: your 
mind, sir, is too strong for delusion, 
your health too sound for frenzy. 

Rocuester: Give me your hand! Jane 
Eyre! Jane Eyre! 

JANE: My dearest master; it is indeed 
Jane Eyre: I have come back to you. 

Rocuester: You have come back — 
when I needed you most. 

JANE: Is that not the task of friends? 


RocuestER: You speak of friends, 
Jane: I want a wife. 

JANE (Pretending innocence): Do you, 
sir? 

Rocuester: Is it unwelcome news to 
you? 

JANE: That depends on circumstances, 
sir — on your choice. 

RocuestEerR: Which you shall make for 
me, Jane. I shall abide by your 
decision. 

JANE: Choose then, sir —her who 
loves you best. 

Rocuester: I will at least choose — 
her whom I love best. Jane, will you 
marry me? 

JANE: Yes, sir. 

Rocuester: A poor blind man, whom 
you will have to lead about by the 
hand? 

JANE: Yes, sir. 

Rocuester: A crippled man, twenty 
years older than you, whom you 
will have to wait upon? 

JANE: Yes, sir. 

RocuestTer: Truly, Jane? 

JANE: Most truly, sir. 

Music: Up to finish. 

THE END 
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ety | A-13; Mother’s Hidden Talent, My-1; 
upp 
Mother's Hidden Talent, Helen Louise Miller, M 
Murray, John, The Impossible Room he 13; An Tnter- 
national Affair, A-26; The Rented x, My-28; Ups 
we, Downs, Mr-27; ‘When the Hurlyburly's Done, 


Names He Loved to Hear, The, Graham DuBois, J-27 


Olfson, Lewy, Jane Eyre*, (Bronté), My-85; Silas 
oN P Eliot), A-70; Wuthering Heights*, 
ronté 
Onward Path, The*, Edward J. Golden, Mr-83 


Our Famous Ancestors, Mildred Hark and Noel 


een, 
Puppets, Biarteet B., She Laughs Last, Mr-1; Thankful 
Puppy Love, Helen Louise Miller, D-87 


Rented Tux, The, John Murray, My-28 
Room for Mary, Muriel B. Thurston, D-33 


She Laughs Last, Marjorie B. Paradis, Mr-1 
Silas Marner*, (Eliot), Lewy Olfson, A-70 
Sticks and Stones, Robert Downing, My-13 


Thankful Hearts, a? rjorie B. a oe 12 
Theesen, Muriel B oom for M: 


D-33 
a Valentine, Mildred Hark ‘ond Noel McQueen, 


Ups and Downs, John Murray, Mr-27 


When the Hurlyburly’s Done, John Murray, O-17 
Wuthering Heights*, (Bronté), Lewy Olfson, J-86 


For Middle — 


sae, Deborah Newman, A-3' 
Asbrand, Karin, The Little 'Whitdler, F-41 


Barr, June, Easter Bunny Magic, A-52 
Birds’ Christmas Carol, The, (Wiggin), Helen Louise 


Suit, The, Vernon Howard, O-64 
Boys in ks, Helen Louise Miller, N-77 
By Order of the King, Aileen Fisher, N-47 


Cape of Feathers, The, Esther E. Ziegler, My-46 


Easter Bunny Magic, June Barr, A-52 
Elfenbein, Josef A., Puss-in-Boots, F-46 


Fisher, Aileen, By Order of the King, N-47; The King’s 
Toothache, A-43; Washington Marches On, F-29; 
What Happened on Clutter Street, O-44 

Fisher, Aileen, and Olive Rabe, Invasion from the 
Stratosphere, Mr-51 


Girl from the Sea, The, Doroth _—ae Mr-38 
Girls in Books, Helen Louise Ma iller, N. 
Greedy Goblin, The, Helen Louise ‘Miller 0-35 


Hark, Mildred, and Noel McQueen, Not Fit for Man or 
Beast, J4 1A: + Princess and the Rose-Colored 

Hat for Moros * Megs uerite Kreger Phillips, My-39 

Heiderstadt, Dorothy, The Girl from the Sea, Mr-38 

Hollingsworth, Leslie, — Night, D-49 

Howard, Vernon, The Blue Serge Suit, O-64; The 
Message, Mr-75; Million Dollar Recipe, A-66; Paloma, 
Princess of Pluto, J- 82; Turkey for All, N-84; 
Valentine Box, F-71; Valley Fo: Was Never Like 
inne When It’s Moonlight on Pike’s Peak, 





Invasion fon the Stratosphere, Aileen Fisher and Olive 
Rabe, Mr-51 


King's Calendar, The, Janice Auritt Oser, Mr-57 
King’s Toothache, The, Aileen Fisher, A-43 


Lincoln Museum, A, Helen Louise Miller, F-65 
Little Whittler, The, Karin Asbrand, F-41 


set penen Noel, and Mildred Hark. See Hark, Mildred 

Mechanical Man, The, John Murray, N-41 

Message, The, Vernon Howard, Mr-75 

Miller, Helen Louise, The Birds’ Christmas Carol, 
(Wiggin), D-40; Boys in Books, N-77; Girls in Books, 
N-69; The Greedy Goblin, O-35; A Lincoln Museum, 
F-65; New Shoes, My-79; Thanks to Butter-Fingers, 


N-31 

Million Dollar Recipe, Vernon Howard, A-66 

Murray, John, The Mechanical Man, N-41; Storm 
Warning, J-57 


New Shoes, Helen Louise Miller, My-79 

Newman, Deborah, Aladdin, A-36 

Not Fit for Man or Beast, Mildred Hark and Noel 
McQueen, J-47 


Oser, Janice Auritt, The King’s Calendar, Mr-57; Stars 
for Sale, 0-30 


Paloma, Princess of Pluto, Vernon Howard, J-82 
Phillips, Marguerite Kreger, A Hat for Mother, My-39; 
The Woman Who Didn't Want Christmas, D-55 

Posies for the Potentate, Martha Swintz, J-38 

Princess and the Rose-Colored Glasses, The, Mildred 
Hark and Noel McQueen, My-59 

Puss-in-Boots, Josef A. Elfenbein, F-46 


Rabe, Olive, and Aileen Fisher. See Fisher, Aileen 


—, Ni nt kastie Hollingsworth, D-49 
Stars for Janice Auritt r, 0-30 

Storm Woe John Murray, 5-57 

Swintz, Martha, Posies for the Potentate, J-38 


Thanks to Butter-Fingers, Helen Louise Miller, N-31 
Turkey for All, Vernon Howard, N-84 


Valentine Box, The, Vernon Howard, F-71 
Valley Forge Was Never Like This, Vernon Howard, 


Washington Marches On, Aileen Fisher, F-29 
What Happened on Clutter Street, Aileen Fisher, 0-44 
Ww — h4 8s Moonlight on Pike's Peak, Vernon Howard, 
T- 
Woman Who Didn't Want Christmas, The, Marguerite 
Kreger Phillips, D-55 


Ziegler, Esther E., The Cape of Feathers, My-46 


For Lower Grades 


Barr, June, Mother's Day for Susan, My-75 
Buckman, Marie Barlow, Search for Happiness, O-55 


Candles for Christmas, Helen L. Howard, D-75 
Catch as Catch Can, Aileen Fisher, J-65 
Courting Trouble, Aileen Fisher, Mr-63 
Cracked Easter Egg, Sylvia Lee, A-63 


Pobrwary Play, A, Sally Werner, F-60 
First Thanksgiving, The, Deborah Newman, N-58 

Fisher Aileen, Catch as Catch Can, J-65; Courting 
Trouble, Mr-63; bw Magic Formula, 0-49; Stand. 
ing Up for Santa, D. -72 

Flowers for Mother, Marjorie Ann York, My-67 


George Washington Comes to Town, Eleanore Leuser, 


Hark, Mildred and Noel McQueen, T for Turkey, N-61 
Howard, Helen L., Candles for Christmas, D-75 


Lee, Sylvia, The Cracked Easter Egg, A-63; Pansy's 
Surprise, J-75 

Leuser, Eleanore, George Washington Comes to Town, 
F-63; The Red Flower, 0-59 

Long Ago i in Bethlehem, Deborah Newman, D-67 


Magic Formula, The, Aileen Fisher, O-49 

MeQueen,. Noel and Mildred Hark. See Hark, Mildred 

Miller, Helen Louise, Rain-in-the-Face, J-71; The Santa 
Claus Twins, D-63; Visitor to Mount Vernon, F-53 

Mother's Day for Susan, June Barr, My-75 


Newman, Deborah, The First Thanksgiving, N-58; 
Long Ago in Bethlehem, D-67 


Ons. Janice Auritt, The Reluctant New Year, J-79; 
—— the Country, N-65; Weeping Willow's 
Happy Day, My-71 


Pansy's Surprise, Sylvia Lee, J-75 


Rain-in-the-Face, Helen Louise Miller, J-71 

Red Flower, The, Eleanore Leuser, 

Reluctant New Year, The, Janice ‘Auritt Oper, J-79 
Running the Country, Janice Auritt Oser, N 


Santa Claus Twins, The, Helen Louise Miller, D-63 
Search for Happiness, Marie Barlow Buckman, 0-55 
Snowdrop, The, Claribel Spamer, A-60 
Spemeet, Claribel, The Snowdrop, A-60 

Sp Is Here, Sally Werner, -57 
Standing Up for Santa, Aileen Fisher, D-72 


T for Turkey, Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen, N-61 
Tick-Tock, lice Very, Mr-70 


Urban, Catherine, The Wood Folk and the Litter Bugs, 


Mr-72 


Very, Alice, Tick-Tock, Mr-70 
Visitor to Mount Vernon, Helen Louise Miller, F-53 


Weeping Willow's Happy Day, Janice Auritt Oser, 
My-71 
Werner, Sally, A February Play, F-60; Spring Is Here, 


Wee _ and the Litter Bugs, The, Catherine Urban, 
r-72 


York, Marjorie Ann, Flowers for Mother, My-67 
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Subject Index 


Piays — VoutumeE XIII 


1953-1954 


Key: JH, Junior and Senior High; M, Middle Grades; L, Lower Grades; 


as follows: O, October; N, November; D, December; 


J, January; F, February; Mr, March; 


* radio play. Issues are designated 
A, April; My, May. 


The numbers attached to these by hyphens indicate the pages of the issue. For example, O-17 means page 17 of the 
October issue. 





Aut-Boy Casts 
The Blue Serge Suit, (M), 0-64 
Boys in Books, (M), N-77 
Day of Destiny, (JH), 0-11 
The M , (M), Mr-75 
Million Do Recipe , (M), 
When It’s Moonlight | on Pike’ 8 av eak, (M), Mr-78 


Aut-Grirat Casts 
Girls in Books, (M), N- “* 
A Hat for Mother, (M), ty 
Mother’s Day for Susan, (L), My-75 
Room for aeery (JH), D-33 
She Lau Last, (J ), Mr-1 
Thankful Hearts, (JH), N-12 : 
The Woman Who Didn't Want Christmas, (M), D-55 


AsTRONOMY 
Stars for Sale, (M), O-30 


Arsor Day 
Weeping Willow's Happy Day, (L), My-71 


Boox Werex 


Girls in Books, (M), N-69 
Boys in Books, (M), N-77 


Evizasetu Barrett BrowninG 
The Onward Path*, Mr-83 


CALENDAR 
The King’s Calendar, (M), Mr-57 


Cunseaas 
The Birds’ Christmas Carol, Pe <0 
Candles for — ay 


The Christmas B a x ine 


Christmas Spi 
he and the iiristenas a ee D-77 
Long Ago in Bethlehem, (L), D-6 
The Man Who ag the King, OR), D-11 
Puppy Love, (JH), D-87 
JH), D-33 


p for te (L), D-72 
The adi Who Didn't Want Christmas, (M), D-55 


Curistorpuer COLUMBUS 
Day of Destiny, (JH), O-11 


ComEDIES 

The Christmas Bug, (JH), D-1 
Christmas Spirit, (JH), D-23 
The Easter Hop, (JH), oe A 
February Frenzy, (JH), F- 
The Greedy Go iin, (mM). 0.35 
Halloween Luck, (JH), O- 
Happy Valentine's Day 9 GH), F-12 
A Hooky Holida A-13 
eae ne for “yh , Gib, Mr-13 
It’s So Complex, @! 
Jimmy Six, (JH) 
Mother's Tider Talent, (JH), My-1 
Not Fit for Man or t, (M), J-47 
Our Famous Ancestors, (J) H), N-1 
Posies for the mss (M), J-38 
a peg Love, (a 

nted mae ty ine +. 
The Santa Claus vias. 4), D 
She Laughs Last, (JH), M 

to eae Si . *M), N-31 
To My Valentine, (JH), F 
When the Hurlyburly’s Done, (JH), O-17 
The Woman Who Didn't Want Christmas, (M), D-55 


Easter 


The Cracked Easter wi (L), A 
aay Bunny Magic, (M), ue 
he Easter Hop, (JH), A-1 


Faun 
Pansy's Surprise, (L), J-75 


FEBRUARY 
February Frenzy, (JH), F-1 
A February Play, (L), F-60 


Fire PREVENTION 
What Happened on Clutter Street, (M), O-44 


Foreien LANDS 
The Cape of Feathers, (M), My-46 (Mexico) 


Goop C1T1zENsHIP 
a ton Historical, Specific Holiday, Person, Voting, 


ra... the Country, (L), N 
The Wood Folk end chs Litter , el (L), Mr-72 


GRADUATION 


New Shoes, (M), My-79 
Sticks and Stones, OH), My-13 





HALLOWEEN 
The Greedy Goblin, (M), 0-35 
Halloween Luck, (JH), O-1 


When the Hurlyburly’s Done, (JH), O-17 


HEALTH 
Catch as Catch Can, (L), J-65 
The King’s Toothache, (M), A-43 
The Magic Formula, (L), O-49 
Tick-Tock, (L), Mr-70 


HIsTORICAL 

Day of Destiny, (JH), O-11 (Christopher Columbus) 

The Names He Loved to Hear, (JH), J-27 (Gettysburg 
Address) ; 

Washington Marches On, (M), 


F-29 (George Wash- 
ington) 


Ho.uipays 
See under Specific Holiday 


INDIANS 
The Cape of Feathers, (M), My-46 (Aztec) 
Rain-in-the-Face, (L), J-71 
Search for Happiness, (L), O-55 


LeGenps, FasLes AND Farry TALES 
Aladdin, (M), A-36 
The Girl from the Sea, (M), Mr-38 
The Princess and the Rose-Colored Glasses, (M), My-59 
Puss-in-Boots, (M), F-46 
The Red Flower, (L), 0-59 


ABRAHAM LINCOLN 


A Lincoln Museum, (M), F-65 
The Names He Loved to Hear, (JH), J-27 


LITERATURE 
The Birds’ Christmas Carol, (M), D-40 
Great Expectations*, O-67 
Huckleberry Finn*, F-77 
Jane Eyre*, My-85 
Silas Marner*, A-70 
Wuthering Heights*, J-86 


MELODRAMA 
Not Fit for Man or Beast, (M), J-47 


Moruer’s Day 
Flowers for Mother, (L), My-67 
A Hat for Mother, (M), My-39 
Mother's Day for Susan, (L), My-75 
Mother's Hidden Talent, (JH), My-1 


Music 
The Little Whittler, (M), F-41 (Stradivari) 
Silent Night, (M), D-49 


MyYsrTeRies 
The Impossible Room, (JH), J-13 
An International Affair, (JH), A-26 
U ps and Downs, (JH), Mr-27 
When the Hurlyburly’s ad (JH), O-17 





New YEar's 
The Reluctant New Year, (L), J-79 


Rapio Piays 
The General and the Christmas Tree, D-77 
Great Expectations, O-67 
Huckleberry Finn, F-77 
Jane Eyre, My-85 
The Onward Path, Mr-83 
Silas Marner, A-70 
Wuthering Heights, J-86 


Sarery 
By Order of the King, ™). N-47 
Courting Trouble, (L), Mr-63 
What Happened on Clutter Street, (M), O-44 


SKITS 
The Blue Serge Suit, (M), O-64 
The Message, (M), Mr-75 
Million Dollar Recipe, (M), A-66 
Paloina, Princess of Pluto, (M), J-82 
Turkey for All, (M), N-84 
The Valentine Box, (M). F-71 
Valley Forge Was Never Like This, (M), F-74 
When It’s Moonlight on Pike’s Peak, (M), Mr-78 


SPRING 
A Hooky menage (JH), A-13 
The Snowdrop, (L), A-60 
Spring Is Here, (L), A-57 


ANTONIO STRADIVARI 
The Little Whittler, (M), F-41 


THANKSGIVING 
The First Thanksgiving, (L), N-58 
Our Famous Ancestors, (JH), N-1 
T for Turkey, (L), N-61 
Thankful Hearts, (JH), N-12 
Thanks to Butter-Fingers, (M), N-31 
Turkey for All, (M), N-84 


Unitrep Nations 
Invasion from the Stratosphere, (M), Mr-51 


VALENTINE’S Day 
Happy Valentine’s Day, (JH), F-12 
To My Valentine, (JH), F-19 
The Valentine Box, (M), F-71 


VorTiING 
The Mechanical Man, (M), N-41 


Grorce WASHINGTON 
George Washington Comes to Town, (L), F-63 
Valley Forge Was Never Like = (M), F-74 
Visitor to Mount Vernon, (L), F-. 
Washington Marches On, (M), F2 


WEATHER 
Storm Warning, (M), J-57 
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PLAYS for Special Occasions in MAY 


In addition to the many fine plays for holidays and special occasions in this issue, 
subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues for celebration of the following 


events: 
National Music Week 
Pes i Cee as sa a he 45K 0 6 kde ek OE eo canes cc cadenecd April, 1948 
ee oe ene ee ee Apri, 1946 ° 
R#apsopy In Bive (Radio P CE eee Ae ahs wae sia Mae October, 1944 
Tue Basy Likep GREENSLEEVES (Middle I ates ek i wise December, 1944 
May 9th . . . Mother’s ned 
Moruer ror Mayor (Junior and Senior High)... Fis Sale a .... May, 1958 
Mom’s Perrect Day (Junior and Senior High)....................4.. .May, 1952 
Moruer’s Apron Srninos (Junior and Senior High)..................... May, 1961 
Tue Lire ror Mortuer (Junior High and Senior Me ae ba ioe balation aa May, 1949 
Man-Trap vor Moruer (Junior and Senior High)...................... May, 1948 
Tus Revout or Mama (Junior and Senior High)........................ May, 1947 
To Moruer wirn Love (Junior and Senior High)....................... May, 1944 
Turegs Cuesrs ror Morner (Junior og I High) sel digs 05.0 cog 
Morser’s Bia Day (Junior and Senior H igh) EE pc cd ae 4 bin eae male May, 1946 
HeaRTs AND FLowers ror Moruer (Middle Grades).................... May, 1958 
Moruer’s Day Orr anv On (Middle Grades)... ........ 0.2.6.6. 00 cece. May, 1949 
Moruer Saves Her Day (Middle Grades)......... 2.0.0... 60 ce eee eens May, 1948 
A Prizzp ron Moruur (Middle Grades). .... 2.0.0.0 cccccccccccccccccces May, 1947 
A FLower ror Moruer’s Day (Lower Grades). ...........-.0cccceeeee: May, 1958 
Taree Wisues ror Morner (Lower Grades). .............6.000eeeeeeee May, 1958 
A Present ror Moruer (Lower Grades)... ..........ccccucccecceeenes May, 1948 
No-Moruer Lanp (Lower Grades)... ..... 2. ccc cc cp ec cccccccccccceness May, 1949 
May 30th... Memorial Day 
Porrrait OF aN American (Junior and Senior High).................... May, 1953 
Tue Jupor’s Diary (Junior and Senior High). ..............00..eeeeees May, 1958 
A Day To Rememser (Junior and Senior Nn udbbecnsdbiecssdne May, 1950 
Part-Time Hero (Junior and Senior High)...................00c0ececee May, 1947 
Tue Princ Parasou (Junior and Senior case Rady ove vevieseeewen May, 1944 
Guest or Honor (Junior and Senior High)....................000000 00s May, 1945 
Memoria Day ror THe Biue anp Gray (Middle Grades)............... May, 1958 
Suns tus Pamape (Middle Grades)... ... 2.0... .cccccccccccccccccccccccees May, 1947 
Arbor Day 
Fonmer Pawrasy (hiiddie Grades). ... 2... cc cece cccccscsccccccccccesecs May, 1944 
DB, EE ee as 6 bb raat ecbcns 60 tincdddsvccvscaccecs May, 1953 
In Honor or Trees (Lower Grades). ..........c0ccccccsccccnceeueeccs May, 1951 
Tue Trees Go To Scnoon (Lower Grades)...............55> epee December, 1943 
Commencement 
Ware Came ones dcccoesv ae wild ocdeakesns heeeey endive eseal May, 1952 
ZO Wi Gir Ma's vk beh-scdbe debemesedeensesitbebedncsconee cesses May, 1950 
Taw PLacm TO BEGIN. .........cccccceccs sasenete seePbodedoeucoeweent May, 1949 
Rh in cctitinwics canadescbuuiddbdnbicandesce oceccaud May, 1948 
DE I 5's. oc vavkbaeceen cbs + cetehem aes GaWecncececcdnt May, 1944 
Ci oo i, o hc's 40 dle chia Com a’ beeen nkweae ay, 1944 
IG «5 5's ben c ch aaedes 560 ce eeetaiene bickecdanedl May, 1946 
Cama Fh én ec cvcbiin kh aces dediedbieiewebnies ane al May, 1947 


Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current issue, may be p' 
duced royalty-free pee yy Single copies of iogiviual sys may be urchased by current 
subscribers only, for each (40c to non-subscribers). When ing scripts, et give name under 
which subscription is listed. Otherwise regular price of pt per copy will be cha: 


To cininate bookkeeping, we suggest that payment accompany playbook orders, ~ «lS for small 
quantities. 


PLAYS, INC. ©@ 8 Arlington Street, Boston 16, Mass. 
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— Royalty-Free Plays for Young People —— 


New Publications 





Middle and Lower Grades 


HEALTH AND SAFETY PLAYS AND PROGRAMS by Aileen Fisher 
A varied collection of health and safety plays, skits, group readings, recitations and 
songs for boys and girls. This material 
suited to classroom and assembly programs on these important subjects. 


y a noted children’s author is ideally 
275 pages; $3.50 


Previously published and still in demand 





ONE-ACT PLAYS FOR ALL-GIRL CASTS? 
by Marjorie Paradis 
13 sparkling comedies for girls 


Junior High end High School 


TWENTY-FIVE PLAYS FOR HOLIDAYS? 
by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
A new collection of holiday playe 


Junior High and High Scheol 


by Aileen Fisher 
, poems, skits, readings 


Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 
comedies of family life 
Junior High and High School 


100 PLAYS FOR CHILDRENt®* 
edited by A. 8. Burack 
Giant collection of plays 


Lower and Middle Grades 


CAREER PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE®* 
by Samuel 8. Richmond 
30 vocational guidance plays 


Junior High and High School 





230 pages; $2.50 


442 pages; $3.50 


HOLIDAY PROGRAMS FOR BOYS AND 
GIRLSt 


Lewer Grades through Junior High, 394 pages; $3.50 


et COMEDIES FOR YOUNG PLAY- 


373 pages; $3.50 


886 pages; $4.75 


342 pages; $3.50 


PLAYS, ENC., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 


SPECIAL PLAYS FOR SPECIAL DAYSt* 
by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen 

24 plays for important holidays 
Middle Grades and Junior High 397 pages; $3.00 
HOLIDAY PLAYS FOR TEEN-AGERSt 

by Helen Louise Miller 

21 comedies for holidays 


Junior High and High School 355 pages; $3.50 
LITTLE PLAYS FOR LITTLE PLAYERS? 
edited by Sylvia E. Kamerman 
50 plays for all occasions 
Lower Grades 338 pages; $2.75 
PLAYS FOR GREAT OCCASIONS 

by Graham DuBois 

24 historical dramas 


Junior High and High School 371 pages; $3.50 
CHRISTMAS PLAYS FOR YOUNG ACTORSt 
edited by A. 8. Burack 

26 traditional and modern plays 


Lower Grades through Junior High, 264 pages; $2.75 


RADIO PLAYS FOR YOUNG PEOPLETt®* 
by Walter Hackett 
ib classics adapted for radio 


Junior High and High School 277 pages; $2.75 


ON STAGE FOR TEEN-AGERSt* 


by Helen Louise Miller 
22 one-act comedies 


Junior High and High School 


432 pages; $3.50 







*Recommended in the Standard Catalog for High School Libraries 
tListed in the Booklist of the A.L.A. 
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